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ee 1 . GRACE te 
Dutcheſs of Northumberland: 


Madam, 
JT has been a pride incident to the writers of 

every age to inſcribe their productions to perſons 
of high rank and fortune, ſo that when I prefix 
our Grace's name to this Dedication, I am juiti- 
bed in my preſumption, as far, at leaſt, as prece- 
dent can excuſe it. Ta 

AnD yet what can I ſay to you Grace upon 
the preſent occaſion that the public has not already 
prevented me in? The glory of your anceitors ; 
your liberality, which even equals the extent of 
your poſſeſſions; your magnificence among the rich; 
your condeſcenſion to the humble; are very 
topics for a poet, as they have neither novelty nor 
fiction to recommend them. 

Ir is not, therefore, ſo much to praiſe your Grace 
that I now addreſs you; as to let the public ſee, 
that while they have freed me from the mean ne- 
ceſſity of flattering worthleſs grandeur, I am capa- 
ble of feeling, and acknowledging real greatneſs, 
when I ſubſcribe myſelf, f 


Madam, 
Your Ga Acre 
Moſt obedient, and 
Moſt humble Servant, 
Tus AUTHOR. 
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P R E F A C E. 
O thoſe who find fault with an Opera, merelyll © 
for being ſuch, it will be in vain to ſay an 5 
thing in defence of this; indeed the abſurdity ar ; 
tach d to the muſical Drama is ſo glaring, that there h 
ſeems no great penetration neceſlary to diſcover it; | 
and conſequently any one who will cry out ſing- ſong a 
or tweedle-dee, is capable of turning k into ridicule. ” 
Yet it ſhould be conſidered, that its abſurdity, groſs 
as it is, conſtitutes, in a great meaſure, its power off 
_ pleaſing; and however prepoſterous it may appearſſſ © 
for people to carry on their moſt ſerious affairs in a at 
ſong, we find the mind accommodate itſelf to thoſeſſſ] 
ſort of illuſions on the Theatre, with ſo much eaſe, n 
that it is little better than impertinence and pedantrj a 
to enquire into their propriety. ra 01 10 
Bur I am afraid it is not only againſt thoſe whe 1 
find fault with Operas in general, that T ſhall at pre- | 
Tent have to defend myſelf; I make no doubt many \, 
will find ſtrange fault with this poor Opera, in par - 
ticular : the admirers of Lords and Ladies, and fine 20 
ſentiments will, probably, quarrel with it for being} m 


Low; but my endeavour has been, thro' the who] 
to make my audience laugh; and however reſpect 
fully we may conſider illuſtrious perſonages, I will 
venture to ſay they are the laſt company into which 
any one would think of going in order to be merry 
With regard to what is called ſentiment, it is not 
becauſe J diſlike it in its place that I have neglectec 
| it 


PREFACE © 


it; nor becauſe there was any great difficulty to ſuc- 
ceed in the purſuit; I could have got together, not 
only all the moral, but all the cardinal virtues, and 
half an hour's reading in the Oeconomy of Human 
Life, would have enabled me to ring the changes on 
them through my three acts, but I have deferred this 
to a better opportunity, | | 
The muſic of this piece is almoſt totally comic, 
and generally characteriſtic ; I would therefore ad- 
viſe thoſe of my auditors, who do not taſte it at the 
Pp fiſt hearing, to give it a ſecond, nay a third and 
fourth ; and after that, ſhould they never delire to 


= hear it again, I ca tell them they happen to diſlike 
bone » bat has been repeatedly approved, by all the polite 
als nations of Europe. 


rok The ſongs are not offered as ical ones, ſor 

moſt of them have had the diſadvantage of being 
written to their ſeyeral airs, in which I was always 
confined to à particular meaſure, often to a ward, 
and not unfrequently to a letter: indeed, though I 
may have employed very little wit and humour in 
the conſtruction of this piece; labour and time it 
has coſt me a great deal, If any one ſhould be ma- 
hell |icioully inclined to apply the hackney'd quotation of 
the Mountain's in labour, and brings forth a Mouſe ; 
let it be remembered, that I do not want to paſs my 
Mouſe. for a Lion; I give it for what it is, a little 
ſqueaking thing, that has been produced with great- 
er pains than it ſeems to require; certainly with 
more than it deſerves, 
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DRAMAT IS PERSONE. 


MEN. 

Old Cockney, Mr. Gibſon, 
Young Cockney, Mr. Dibdin. 
Barnacle, Mr. Dunſtall. 
Spruce, Mr. Mattocks. 
Sightly, | Mr. Du Bellamy, 
Wage, | Mr. Shuter, 

WOMEN. 
Priſcilla, Mrs. Mattocks, 
Penelope, Miſs Brickler. 

Miſs Molly Cockney, Mrs, Green, 

Miſs La Blond, Mrs. Thompſon, 


A Black Girl, and other Attendants, 


Love 


E. 


— — 


Love in the CIT r. 


ACT. 1 3 


A grocer's ſhop with a compting-houſe, to which there is 
Sh * or three . there is alſo a glaſs door 
with red curtains, which to a back parlour. When 
the curtain riſes, Young Cockney is diſcovered in the 
comptirg-houſs writing, and two or three men behind 

8 counter weighing tea, ſugar and other things, which 
different people come in to buy. On the right hand nearer © 
the , ront are Priicilla and Penelope; one ſeated and hold- 

a by ſkein of ſilk, while the other winds it off on 4 


EE: X#:0 Kt D-& 


AIL! London, nobleſt mart on earth, 
Ugrival'd flill in commerce reign ; 
Whence riches, honours, arts, have birth, 
And induftry ne'er toils in vain, 


DUET. Whileto thy port, 


Both worlds rciort, 
Their treaſures to unlade; 


Not more renown'd, 
Thy name is found, 


By conqueſt than by trade. 
7. Cock. Come, pray, ladies, go ſomewhere elſe with 


your work ; is not there your parlour for you, but you 


 mnftbring your litter into the ſhop} How do you think 


cuſtomers can come in, while you take up the place this 


way? 
9a 4 Pas 
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Pen. I wiſh, brother, you would let us alone. 

Prif. Ay! mind bc Hr. and your raiſins, and your 
brown ſugar, and let us alone, do Now Miſs Pen- 
ny, if you'll go in for your work-baſket, we will take 


out the canvals and begin the flowers immediately. 


T. cel. Come, Miſs Priſſy, get off that ſtool —— 1 
want to put it behind the counter. 

Hriſ. There, take your ftool, you naſty, ugly, con- 
ceited, ill natured —— | 

T. Cock. Look now, did you ever ſee any thing ſo un- 


mannerly ? Miſs Priſſy, I wonder you are not aſhamed 


of yourlclf ; but this is the breeding you got in the plan- 
tations — You know you was turned out of Hackney 
boarding-ſchool for beating the gaverneſs — I believe 
* think you have got among your blackamoors —— 
OS: you are not got among your blackamoors now, 

i 

Pen. Upon my word I wiſh you would never come to- 
gether; you are always fighting and ſ- _—_ 


T. Cock. Then why does the play ſuch tricks 


Pri. Lhen why do you come near me? I neither love 
E nor like you, nor never ſhall; I have told you ſo a 

undred times. + 

Pen, I ſwear one would think you were huſband and 
wite already, | | 
Priſ I his wife! I would as lief marry the brick- 
duſt man; I ſhould not like to be called Mrs, Cock- 
ney. 
T. Cock, Why Mrs. Cockney is as good a name as Miſs 
Tomboy, I believe — But that's not as you pleate —— 
That's as my uncle Barnacle pleaſes; — and I can tell 
you, for your comfort, he will be in town to-day ; and 
lee what he'll ſay to you about the boarding- ſchool 
Priſ. ] don't care tor him, nor you, nor the boarding- 
ſchool neither, 
Y. Cock. By Jove there's a rod in pickle for you. 
Priſ. I tell you what, mafter Watty, if you ſay much 
more, I'll throw ſomething at you. 
Pen. Nay, nay, kiſs and be friends. 
4 I won't kiſs him —— 1 would ſpit in his face 


Pen. 
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Pen. Prythee! Prythee: 15 
Prif I will not, Miſs Penny ; he never lets me alone; 


but I'll tell his papa of him; , it he is not well 
thump'd for his , I won't ſtay in the houſe. 
T. Cock. Look here again now —— Well its all over 
then; I won't ſay any more — See how ſhe frowns — 
Lord, there's no fuch thing as jeſting with you — I 
wes 98 in earneſt — I was not, upon my honour and 
% Thi | | 


Come, Miſs Priſly, deal fin 8 
3 —_ ou ly ; 

| ! nay never o queer 
bur at once ler u, kits and friends 


For the future, we'll endeavour 

To deſerve each other's favour. 
Zooks, ſhake hands; why now that's clever, 
And here all our quarrcl ends. 


SCENE I. 


Priſcilla who fits down to work, while ſhe figs ; a Negro 
Girl; and Penelope, who goes out, and returns after the 


air 1s 


Priſ.. Quaſbeba !! Quaſheba I bring down my 
Why don't you make haſte? See bow ſhe lets it fall: 
take it up again — Here threadle my needle — where 
are you going now ? — Stand behind my back. 


Ye maidens all, come liſten to = ditty, 
And ponder well the words which I ſhall Gy ; 
A damſel once there dwelt in London city, 
Whoſe tender heart a young man flole away. 
Her guardian, croſs, would fain have had her marry 
A grocer's prentice living in Cheapſide ; 
But he with her his point could never carry; 
For ſooner than conſent ſhe would have dy d. 


4 5 Ye 
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+ Ye maidens, by this damſel take example, 
And never fickle nor falie hearted prove, 
Nor let old folks on your affections trample : 
For what's the compar d to one's true love? 


Pen. I obſerve you are always linging that ſong —— 
Pr'ythee where could you pick up ſuch ftuff? It ſeems i 
to be a great favourite of yours. 
Priſ. Why ſo it is—for what do you think — I made 
it myſelf; I did upon my — 

Pen. Oh, fie! don't ſwear. 90 

Priſ. Lord you are mighty precize — Quaſheba, get 
ont, I want to talk with Miſs Penny alone — or ftay, 
come back, I will ſpeak before her — But if ever I hear, 
huſſy, that you mention a word of what I am going to 
ſay to any one elſe in the houſe, I will have you horle- 
whipp'd till there is not a bit of fleſh left on your 
bones. | 

Pen. Oh, poor creature ! | 

Priſ. Pha, — what is ſhe but a Neger? If ſhe was at 
home at our plantations, ſhe would tind the difference; 
we make no account of them there at all: if I had a 
fancy for one of their ſkins I ſhould not think much of 
taking it. ; 
1:4 _ I ſuppoſe then you imagine they have no feel- 
ing 

2 ! we never conſider that there — But I ſay, 
Miſs Penny, I have a ſecret to tell you — I hate your 
brother worſe than poiſon ; I know your uncle Barnacle 
has a mind to marry me to him; but if father left 
him my guardian, and I am ſent to England for my edu- 
_ 1 don't ſee any right he has to chuſe me a huſ- 

nd, 
flog And pray what is it you diſlike in my bro- 
Prif. Why I don't know; I don't like him at all, he 
nothing gay or agreeable in him: beſides you know 
he will be but a grocer, and why ſhould 1 marry a 
tradeſman, when | can have a gentleman ?; 
Pen. Can you? 


0 
— — 


p — x . 2 2 2 4 
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Prif. 


young captain that came into Miſs La Blond's ſhop the 


your couſin Molly has got acquainted with at the other 
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Priſ. Yes, faith, can I; and one of the \.ceteſt, ret 
tieſt gentlemen you ever ſet your eyes on ; quite another 
thing from your brother, with a nice bag and iword.— 
I dare ſwear the lace of his coat alone would burn to a 
matter of three or four guineas. * 

Pen. And, , what is this gentleman? 

Prif. You ſaw him once. Don't you remember the 


other day when you were buying your pompadour and 
— 3 cad aflod.gap if yes id not think him 
a handſome man, and you ſaid you did? 1 

Pen. I believe I remember ſomething of it. 

Preſ. Well, I got acquainted with him there; and 
now the whole thing is ſettled between us, and we are to 
be married immediately, 

Pen. This is a ſecret indeed 


Pr.ſ. Ay, and I can tell you a ſecret about you too — : 


You are to be married to a lord — Your papa and your 


couſin Molly have fixed it. 


Pen. You don't ſay fo! 5 
Priſ. Its true indeed; with ſome very great lord: 


end of the town ; but ſhall I tell you now, who I hate as 
bad as your brother? I hate your couſin Molly Cock- 
ney, with her conceit and her hoarſe voice — She's 
always at me — © Miſs hold np your head — Miſs, that 
15 not polite — Miſs, don't lollop.” — I cod, laft Sun- 
day, if we had not been in church, I would have hit her 
a ſlap in the face. 
Pen. ,Well, but, my dear, how are you to m 


this gentleman? You don't deſign to run away wi 


him ? 

Priſ. No, 1 don't; I have written a letter to him to 
let him — rdian will be in town to-day ; 
and I have d him to come here, and propoſe for 
Pen I am ſure my uncle will not conſent. 

Priſ. Why then I will run away with him — I don't 


think, if he was to ſtand with his arms open to receive 


me, but what I could leap ont of the two pair of fairs 
window, without being hurt the leaſt bit — Beſides _ 
wo 
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'Fhere is poor M 
he has been courting her a matter of a twelve mon 


more friendlier girl this day in all England. 


cle. 


as I don't want him to leave me any 
not I pleaſe mylelt? 7: 


Perhaps he may take it in dudgeon ; 
So let him — the peeviſh curmudgeon — 
I'gad it you mind me, 
As ftont you ſhall find me, 
As he is bluff, 


The captain has wen my heart, 
And who ſhall my humour thwart ? 
T like him, and love him ; 
And fince I approve him, | 
I'll have him, and that's enough, 


I'm fick when I think of your brother! 
And, was there on earth ne'er another, 
He ſhould not my mind ſubdue , - 
To wed him they may force me, 

Eut then he'll ſoon divorce me, 


For faith he ſhall ſing cuckoo, 


SCENE III. 


P enelope, Spruce, 


Fen. Sprace ! Spruce ! 
Spruce, Is the coaſt clear? 


woul! not marry your brother on another account 
101 Blond, the milliner over the ways 


and, tho' ſhe's come of French diſtraction, there is not a 
Pen. Well, once more, 1 ſay, take care of my | un- 
Priſ. Miſs Penny, it does not fignify talking to me; I 


am neither in leading-ftrings, nor hanging-ſleeves ; and 
ing, why ſhould 
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Pen. There is nobody in the way but our friend 
Ric hard: nay do not ſtop to talk with me here, but lay 
hold of the opportunity; ſomebody will come into the 
ſhop and catch you. | 

S 000 
houſe | | 

Pen. He is there now, I believe. About a quarter of 
an hour ago, a footman came to tell him that a gen- 
tleman wanted to fpeak with him at the Rainbow: he 
wore a flaming livery, and ſaid his maſter was an offi- 


cer. | 

Spruce. Juſt ſo — It is certain! friend Wagg: I 
* ſce how the rogue's ata become kim — 
But why does my dear Penelope look ſo grave: Do 
you think your father would conſent to your marrying a 

oung mercer, juſt ſet up in buſineſs, ſhould I go to alk 
lim — On the contrary, are you not convi that he 
has for ſome time entertain'd views of a very differeat 
nature for you ? 

Pen. To marry me to a lord — Dear Sprace, it puts 
me out of patience when 1 think of it — Yet the 
2 ſollies of parents ſhould be reſpected by their chil - 

. 

Spruce. Well, my dear, and I want you not to be an 
agent in this affair; I only deſire that you would be paſ- 
five — You know I was ſo conſcious of your delicacy in 
this point, that I was twice introduced to your couſin 
Molly, under the mock title of a viſcount; and had even 
been at her lodgings before I ventured to mention it to 
you. - 

Pen. Ay — my couſin Molly — it is ſhe indeed, that 
has been chiefly inftrumental in encouraging my father 
in thoſe nonſenſical notions — About ten years ago, ſhe 
got a legacy of ſix thouſand pounds, with which re- 
moved into Weftminſter, and ever ſince that has been 
making herſelf ridiculous — 

Spruce. Hum ! —— She has ſometimes the misſor- 
tune to be taken for a man in woman's cloaths — But 
13 you ſhe keeps company with people of diſtine- 

on. | 


Pen. 
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Pen. Poh! poh! I know very well what ſort of peo- 
of diſtinction ſhe keeps company with For in- 
nce, now, will you make me believe that a —7 very 
delicate in her conduct, not to ſay principles, would have 
ſuffered you to come to her h under a fictitious cha- 


racter. 

| e. Why, my dear, its in vain to deny that your 
couſin Molly is generally laughed at; and, to be ſure, 
the lady who did me the honour to preſent me to her, 
loves her jeſt better than her friend, as moſt fine ladies 
do. 

Pen. Well, Spruce, I ſhall only repeat what I have 
ſaid to you on this ſubject already You are wel- 
come to follow your own inventions; but I ſolemnly 
declare and proteſt, I will not give you any aid or afli(- 
tance, | | 

\ Spruce. My dear, there is no more to be ſaid —— My 
friend is now with your father to defire permiſſion for 
me to {pend this evening with you —— None of the 
family are acquainted with me Farewel, my pe- 
nelope and, when you ſee me next, I deſire 


you will prepare to treat me with the reipect due to my 
quality. 


Indulgent pow'rs, if ever 
You mark'd a tender vow, 

O bend in kind compaſſion, 
And hear a lover now: 


For titles, wealth, and honours, 
While others crowd your ſhrine ; 
I aſk this only ble ſing, 
Let her I love be mine. 


— act aw aA Po» @ i» 


SCENE 


— 


ceuments, I was incapable of liſtening to any thing, 
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SCENE iv. 
Penelope. 


What am I doing here? I am half afraid to aſk my- 
| ſelf the queſtion — Little did I think this would her 


conſequence of an accidental mn at Hampſtcad aſ- 
ſembly O, nce! prudence ! why did you not 
come to my nce? —— Why, ſays prudence, I did 
come, and brought reaſon along with me; but you 
would liften to neither of us —— Ay, but ſays I, yon 
came too late, you ſhonld not have ſuffered any one to 
ſpeak before you —— I had been liftening to a young 
man, and he had made ſuch work with my eyes, my 
ears, my heart —— that when. you came with your do- 


Tell me, crnel Cupid, tell me, 

Ho this miſchief firſt befel me, 

In a moment ſo to quell me? 
He but woo'd and I was won; 


Ev'ry kind charm'd me, 
Ev'ry tender —_— d me, 
Ev” 7 igh diſarm'd me 

= * ill I lov'd but him alone. 
Let me me then, on love relyi 
Make a merit of complying, 


For, his happineſs, denying, 
 Ialas! refuſe my own. 


- 
s 


SCENE 


4A 
—Y 
2 
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SCENE V. 


Changes to a view of Cornhill from the Poultry. On the 
right a grocer's ſhop, with Cockney, Grocer, over the door. 


On the leſt a milliner's, with La Blond, milliner, in golden 


ktters. 
Old Cockney enters with Wagg. 


Old Cock. This, Colonel, is my habitation ; but, no 
doubt, you have often heard of the old original golden 
ſugar loaf, a ſhop. of ſixty years ttanding, and as fa- 
mous, I believe, as any within a mile of Temple-Bas ; 
I could have five hundred pounds good-will for my 
houſe if I was to quit it to-morrow, dir; and | have 
no occaſion tor buſineſs. No, bleſſed be Providence, I 
have enough and enough: and, if after his lordſhip is 
married to my daughter, he ſhould have any objection 
to my remaining in trade. . 

Wagg. Why, Mr. Cockney, I ſhall deal ingennouſly 
with you : his lordſhip has had ſome loſſes at play, 
which makes a ſum of money neceſſary to him; and 
it was that firſt inclin'd him to think of your alliance. — 
For, as he ſaid to me, death and fire, my dear Co- 
lonel, ſhall a man of my quality, for the paltry con- 
fideration of a few wh A mix his bl with the 


candy; a fellow that, in ſelling a pennyworth of 


farthings ? | 
1 2 Cock. No, upon the word of a Chriſtian, I never 
i 3 | 

| Wagg. So I told him, Sir; I faid I was ſure you 


ration. However, between ourſelves, Mafter Cockney, 


you ſhopkeepers are damn'd apt——you underftand 
me, 
” 0. Cock, 


puddle of a ſhop-keeper; a retailer of figs and ſugar- 
Spaniſh liquorice, will cheat the buyer out of three- 


wonld not be guilty of ſuch a thing for any conſide- 


r As, . Hh. Bs. od. 


you make a bow to the gentleman ? 
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Y Gt. Ah! Colonel, you are a comical man. - 
Richard, is my daughter at home ? — My daughter, 
Colonel, is as ſmart a girl as ever you laid your eyes 
upon I have given her the beſt of educations— French, 
muſic—Mr. Thrum, our ift, ſays, upon the ſpin- 
net he never ſaw her fellow And he has had a dancing- 
maſter, as I may ſay, ever ſince ſhe was the height of 4 
iugar-loaf. * 

agg. You have a ſon, too; have not you, Mr. 
Ccckney? 

0. Cack Yes, Sir, and as fine a youth, I believe, as any 
in the city of London — You ſhall ſee him — Watty, 
child, come hither. There he is, Colonel - Why don't 


Y. CGeck. I hope you're pretty well, fir. | 

Wagg. A very fine youth, indeed, and has a charm- 
ing head of hair=—I think, Mr. Cockney, he is ſomething 
Ize you. | | | 

0. Cock, You are ſed to ſay fo, Sir—Go, child, 
go in to your buſineſs — That is one of the moſt — * 
zingeſt lads, Colonel, you was ever acquainted” wi 
He has a Genus for every thing 1 him to Sr: 
Paul's-School, where he read Virgil's Ovid, Propris 
Que Maribus—Syntax, and all the authors 
but I was obliged to take him from his learning on 
account of an uncle — an odd man — a brother of 
my late wife's — He formerly this ſhop, but is 
now gone into the coal b , from whom there 
are conſiderable expectations Not that I want, for 
] * enough and enough — but the boy's in- 
tereſt, — | 


* SCENE VI. 
Old Cockney, Wagg, and Miſs Molly Cockney, who 
enters in a ſedan chair with a footboy before her. 


Miſs M. Chairman, chairman I fay, where are you 
going ? Is there not a hall-door ? Do you want to bring 
me thro” the ſhop? x p ' 

. Cock, 


18 LOVE IN THF, CITY: 


* 
O. Ct Od's my life, but this is lucky As I am an 


honeft man, here's my kinſwoman - Co ſin Volly, come 
out, pray come out Here's 2 gentleman whom I am 
ſure you'll be proud to pay your icipetts to. 

. Miſs M. Chairman, open the door—I proteft I am 
quite aſhamed of going through the ſhop this way 
And you, you little blockhead, , wi not I told you an 
hundred times 

QC, Cock. Well, well, no matter; he will take more 
care for the future— What do you think here's a mel- 

nger- from his Lordſhip. | 
Mi H. What! from Lord Banter! 

0. Cock. Ay! no leſs a man than a Colonel in the 
army, to let us know, we ſhall have his honour's com- 
1 ay evening to drink a diſh of tea. ; 

s M. Stand out of the way—Colonel—I have not 
the honour of being perſonally acquainted with you ; 
but as a friend of Lord Banter's, I take the liberty 
to recommend myſelf to a participation of your good 

OJ cn | 
agg. Firſt, madam, give me leave to ſalute you— 

A fine woman, Mr, Cockney—— Damn me, I love a 
wo. tt 

M Sir, are . polite — I am vaſtly 
liged to you, prodigiouſly obliged to you, indeed. 

0. Cal. Do you know, Colonel, that it is all owing 
to my kinſwoman here that I am likely to have his 
Lordſhip for a ſon-in-law ? To be ſure I might have 
done very well for my girl in the city I had my choice 
of a cheeſemonger, in Pig-ftrect ; or a glais-grinder, in 
Gutter-lane, _ | | 

Miſs M. But as ſoon as my couſin told me he could 
give his daughter twenty thouſand pounds, Colonel ; 
marry her to a Lord ſays I; ſuch things offer for the 
City every day. | | 
 . Wagg. Offer, ma'am! why I myſelf have had a 

commullion fince laſt New-market meeting to look out 
for a couple of Eaſt-India Director's daughters If you 
knew of ſuch a thing, there is an Earl and a Viſcount 
ready---and I would even give a premium 

Miſs M, Couſin Nic, have you preſented the Colonel 
to my couſin Penelope? O. Cock, 


e A aanH 
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0. Cl. No, I vow to man, not yet. 
Wage. It is needleis, Mr. Cockn y: if your daughter 
bears any reſemblance to your kintvoman, ſhe can be 


| little leis than angelic, 


Miſs M. Do you think ſo, Colonel? I am beholden 
to you for your compliment howſoever —- H you will 
excuſe me a few minutes, I will go and inform my 
young relation of the viſit ſhe is to receive this even- 


in 
©. Cock, 1 hope, Colonel, we ſhall ſee you too at 
the ſame time ; and I beg you would continue to talk 
- his Lordſhip-But no doubt he is ſerious in this 
air, 5 
Hagg. Here, Brandevin, order up my carriage. 


Sir, by every means expedient, 

I ſhall prove your 2 agent; 
How the Idcot chuckling ſtands ? 

And, ſweet ma'am your moſt obedient: 

Humbly thus 1 kiſs your hands, 


Mr. Cockney meant his Lordſhip 
To bamboozle, pretty Mis ; 

J ſome little know of ſwordihip, - 
And, oblerve me, look at this. 


SCENE VII. 


Old Cockney, Yonng Cockney, Barnacle. 


T. Gockh, O la! ! here's my uncle Barnacle; 
C. Cocl. Odio, is he! Brother you are welcome to 
town-—ſon Walter, run in and deſire your uncle's cham- 
ber to be got ready direcily. 1 
Barn, Stay, hold young man — Who do you belong 


to? 
T. Cock, 


20 LOVE IN THE CITY: 


Y. Cock, Why don't you know me uncle ? 
0. Gock Ay don't you know Watt, my ſon Walter ? 
Barn. Why this is not your ſon Walter? 
I. Cock. Yes, but I am, upon my honour, uncl 
Barn. Upon your honour, firrah !—And who told yon, 
you had any honour ? What has a ſhopkeeper to do 
with honour ?—I knew you were always à conccited, 
idle young raſcal - but who taught you to ſwear, and 
gave you vellum button-holes —and put all that flower 
ſuet on your head? 
TL. Cc. O lord uncle, don't ſpoil my hair. 
. Cock, Don't brother, don't he's going among 
young ladies. | . 
Barn. He's going headlong to deſtructiion- but you 
had not better provoke me, Nic Cockney, yon had 
better not provoke me -] deſire he may take off that 
coat and waiſtcoat directly. 
0. Gock, Well, well, he ſhall—don't be in a paſſion— 


1 Rep in, child, and take off your things. 


J. Cock. La! papa! upon my honour — 

Barn. Again—Bring his every day cloaths and his 
fuſtian ſleeves into the ſhop there — I will have him ftrip 
before my face ! | 

O. Oct. Go, child, do as your uncle bids you. 

Barn. Upon his honour indeed !—Why, Nic, I hear 
you are going to ſet up your coach, and marry your 
daughter to I don't know who - Trades-people are out 
of their ſenſes now a days ; no ſooner are they a little 
above the world, but they muſt have town-houle, coun- 
try-houſe, laced cloaths every night running to jun- 
ketting gardens, and play-honſes— and in a year or two, 
there is eighteen pence in the pound for their creditors. 

T. Cock. Well, now, uncle ? | 

Barn. Ay—now you are ſomething like - but why a 


ruffled ſhirt? I never wore a ruffled ſhirt, but on a Sunday, 
—and, come here—what's that ſee at your knees—a 
pair of paſte buckle; — Why, Sirrah, you muſt rob the 
till, or go upon the road for all this - Give them me 
out —I will have them and now let his frippery be 
ſold at Rag-Fair ; I ſhould like to ſee it ſwinging under 


T. Geck, 


an old-cloaths man's penthouſe. 
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7 Cech Pray, nncle, give me my buckles. | 
Barn. I will not, firrah - and look at yonder door — | 
how can you expe& to have cuſtomers, while you keep 
your place in ſuch a condition—When I was prentice, 
the firſt thing I did morning, was to ſcrape and 
water — Here, have you never a ſhovel in the 
houſe ?—Give him a ſhovel 1— There, firrah, go to 
work; and when I come out again, let me ſee the ſteps 
clean enough to dine upon. 


You ſilly old afs, 
To come to this paſs: 


At fifty your follies begin you ? 


Art mad, or io — * 
nn 
The devil re has go has got in yon. 


ick to your op. 
And how yourſelf — and willing : 


Or elſe, do you ſee," 
Take this much from me, 
I'll cut in * 


SCENE 


7. 


expects he will leave us ſomething in his will, and ſo 
he bears with him; but he ſhall not make a fool of me, 
I can tell him that. 


SCENE VII. 
Young COCKNEY, 
Cock. I won't ſcrape 


when in à paſſion, 


! This ftill is the ſaſhion, 


Changes to the inſide of Cockney's ſhop, Penelope enters 
* Mit La A who carries a band-box, as taking 
ave. 


Pen. Now, my dear, you will not fail to let me have 
thoſe things in a couple of hours, for we expect our 
company early in the evening And prythee let us ſee 
u ſometimes —Where was you on Sunday? We were 


to us. 


Tis only a word and a blow. 
SCENE IX. 
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X the door, I wiſh I may be 
Þurned if I do- tiere, Richard, give the ſhovel to the 
porter, and let him do it—To ſet one out in ſuch a con- 
dition before every body I- But I will get my coat and 

waiftcoat again and put it on in ſpi 


im — My father 


= 


* expeQation all that day you would have ftep'd over 
La blond 


af 
ha 
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La Blond. And, upon my word, ſo I intended - but 
the morning I went to the gallery at Sr. James's to 
the court go to chapel, for we were obliged to get 
pattern of one of her Majefty's caps, for Mrs. licanot, 
Jew gentlewoman, that lives upon Fiſh-ftreet hill-—In 
he evening, Enſign Scald, of the Middlefex militia, 
ook lifter Sukey and I to the Dog and Duck, and coming 
dome we call“ tor @ little fun in at the Quaker's- 
meeting. f | 

Pen Shut pray, my dear, let me aſk you—Is there 
on uy coldnels between you and my brother of 

La Blond. O la Miſs Penny, as if you did not know ; 
* Watt has not put his ſoot into our ſhop cheſe 
fix weeks. | | NE 

Pen. Upon my word it is the firſt I heard of it. 

La Blond. However, Miſs Penny it is not that vexes 
me, but his rudeneſs when he meets one in a public 
place. — The other night at Miles-end aſſembly, he took 
no more notice of me than if I had been a dog 
I don't know that he had any reaſon to be-aſbamed of 
my company—T1 was there with MiG Fl 


yblow, a great. 
| butcher's daughter, in Newygate-market ; I'm ſure ſhe 
will have a matter of fix thonſand pounds to her 
fortune, and we came in Mr. Dumplin's own 
chariot, that waited for us all the while. 


-SCENE X. 


Penelope, J, La Blond, Toung Cockney. 


Y. Gek. Sifter, want the of. the Bea to 
get the ſi py Andre rg 4 * 
Pen. Oh ! brother | come here. How is it you have 
affronted Miſs La Blond? She tells me yon have be- 
haved very ill to her. ' 
T. Geeks 
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T. Cecil. Who I behaved ill to her? Lord Miſs 
Blond, I wonder how you can ſay fo, I'll be judged | 
'any one in the world: I am ſure if I have ſpoke to he 
1 don't know the day when. 4 

Pen. Well, and more ſhame for you. 

La Blond. Oh | pray Miſs Penny, don't ſcold him 
Mafter Watty may ſpeak or let it alone, and he isjuft ; 
welcome to do one as the other. But, perhaps, $i 
you think I don't know the reaſon of all this The 
a Weſt Indian fortune in the caſe——1I am below you 
notice now—— but believe me you are every bit 
much below mine, 


Yet, thus far, a piece of my mind I ſhall utter, 5 
I think you a poor, paltry, pitiful wretch ; 
An inſe&, which round them girls ſuffer to flutter, fr 
But no one will deem them worth the trouble t L 
catch. | 
And left my behaviour you chance to miſconſtrue, 
Add too, I reſign to the lady my place ; 


But after ſuch uſage, you perjur'd yile monfter ! ye 
I wonder you dare look me ftrait in the face. * 
S ENB 6 
th 
al 
Penelope, Young Cockney, Barnacle, Sightly. 

Barn. Buſineſs with me, Sir! Well, Sir, come th n 
way, and let me hear it; I don't know that ever I u V 
your face before. 3 N D 

Sight. T don't believe you ever did, Sir; but, if yo g. 
will ve patience ä | | = 

Barn. And ſuppoſe I don't chuſe to have patience, ar 


ou to give me laws in my own houſe? No d ing 
Babes sd captain, you are in the city of London, Sit 
we are not to be put under military execution. 

Sight. Sir I don't underſtand you, 


1 


VI. 
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Barn. Sir, none of your rudeneſs to mel have 
been underſtood by your betters ; but I ſuppoſe you 
are diſbanded, and want to raiſe money upon your half- 
pay—Well, I won't deal-—-I hare loſt money enough 
by the army already l have a note of hand by me 
from one of your captains for four pounds ten ſhil- 
lin — | pe” Tus 
8775 Sir my buſineſs is of a very different nature 
There is a young lady who, 1 underſtand, is under 
your care; and if you will pleaſe to read that letter 
Barn. Ha! ha! ha ! letter from the young lady 
herſelf co you I ſuppole, Sir ; defiring you to come 
and aſk my conſent to marry her So then you 
area fortune hunter What ſervant maid in the 
neighbourhood now have you been getting intelligence 


from, about this. girl and her money ? And if 
ou ſucceed, how much commiſſion, how much bio- 


mos 
Sigbt. Sir, I am a gentleman. 
- Barn. Well, Sir, _ m__ then, Sir Pe 
you got any money in the funds Captain? ther 
_ - pia-maker, and I have forty — — 
there. _ Tore 
Sigöbt. Sir, I muſt tell you | 
Barn. You will tell me, I ſuppoſe, that fighting is 
your trade ; and ſo you come wi et armis to cut my 
throat It that's the caſe, I mutt call for aſſiſl· 
ance. 
Sight. Upon my word, Mr. Barnacle 
Barn. Well, and upon my word to0——l believe 
my word will go as far as your's, if you go to that 
What, do you come to abuſe me in my own houſe ? 
Do you know, Sir, that you have treated me with 
great ill manners I never was ſo uſed in my liſe 
— The-firſt people in the kingdom have come 
cap in hand to me And ſhall a puppy ———— 
Sigbt. Puppy! 


Look you, Sir, your years protect yo 
No vain terrors need —_ you, 2 


Scorn 


3 « * a . _ 18 
* 8 R 9 th 


5 LOVE IN THE CITY: 
- Scorn alone from me you'll meet ; 
But i in pity, I adviſe you, 


E ſhould chaſtize you, TH: 75 
4 rn with gentlemen to treat. 


For the lady free he choſe n me; 

Neither brib'd, nor forc'd her voice ; 

And, however you oppoſe . 
: Know, I date maintain her engice. | 


8 C E N E 1. } H 
| I a 
| Muabers, Younc r \Bannacis; 
SIGHTLY, PaisCIHLLA». 
Barn. This is an incendiary; we ſhall have an ill 
ſpelt letter to-morrow, or next day, thrown into the 


airy, threatening to burn the hou el him 


— I'll put an end to this affair directly. Cap- 
tain if you pleaſe, I would: ſpeak to you again one 


gentleman before. 
| Priſ. Yes to be ſure I did. 
_ Well, but you neyer wrote to him, oy 


I Yes, but 1 did tho... | 
Barn. And where did you get l him, 
Miſtreſs? 
Priſ. Why if you muſt know, I got acquainted with 
bim 45 friend's houſe. 
Barn. A triend's houſe! A friend of yours indeed. 
Priſ. Yes, a friend of mine and he is my 
choice; and, if you do not give your content; I will 
marry him without it. | 
Barn. Fetch me the key of 2 back. -garret. 
Hriſ. You ate going to lock me up. 
Sight. Pray, Sir, do not uſe the young r ill on 
my account. | 
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Barn. Sirrah leave the houſe this minute, 
Or I'll ſend to my lord mayor. 


Sight. 


back and, bid Priſcilla Tomboy come bither 


moment. Pray, Miſs Prify, did you ever ſec Ws young 


All 
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Sight. Sir | want not to ſlay init 
Wherefore do you rave and flare? 


5 


Priſ. You may lock me up in priſon, 


But I mind not that a ſtraw ; 
Y. Cock. Her'n the fault is more than bis n, 
Pen. Uncle, brother, pray withdraw. 


Barn. To bring up a romp's the devi 
Sigbt. ; 

Pl, Don pon ever ſeethe like? 

Barn. Captain, pray, Sir, be ſo civil: 

7. Ceck. 2 Hold, sir, hold, you muſt not firike. 


Pen. 


| Life, and death, I'm out of patience, 

And I will at nothing tick ; 

So niece, nephew, ward, relations, 
Gad I'll play you all a trick. 


Y. Cock. Stick at nothing ? pray, Sir, tarry ; 


Pen. What is it you mean to do? 

Barn. Sblood ! you dog, you Out, I'll marry : 

Pen. Marry! 

V Cock. | Marry ! 

Prif. You Sir ! 

Sight. ST 

Barn. Yes, I'll take a wife and fling you, 
Take a wife and get an heir? 


Ah, dear uncle have a care. . 


4. ? Heaven to your ſenſes bring you, 


Exp oy THE FIRST Aer. 


8 2 A ACT: 
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ACT IL SCENE. I 


A litthe yard and garden behind Cocxxz v' houſe ; 

other bs es adjoining. PRISCILL A enters through 
4 door in the flat ſcene, taking a letter from her pocket ; 
M, La BLonp following. | 


Priſ. This way — come into the yard here —I am 
afraid to ſpeak or do any thing in the houſe, I am ſo 
watched— Here is a letter for the captain 

ou will make apologies about my writing, becauſe the 


ines are a little crooked——excuſe my ſpelling too 


And if be cannot make out all the words, de you help 


bim. | ge 

La Blo. Never fear, I ſhall take it to his lodgings 
myſelf — but it ſeems your guardian uſed him very ill, 
this morning; Maſter Watt was unmannerly too 
But he ſwears vengeance againſt him. 

Pri ſ. With all my heart Let him beat him 
while he is able to ſtand over him but there is a 
rare buſtle within The old man ſwears bloodi!y 
that Wart ſhall not have me no- And he is go- 
ing to ſend me back to the Veſ-Indies directly 
He is faith He is gone to Deptford to ſpeak to a 
captaio of a ſhip———But I will not go back to the 
Weſt- Indies for him — and what do you think I have 
done — I have perſuaded Watt, that my love for the 
captain, and my writing to him, was all only a ſham. 
Ia Ble. A ſham? How could you do that? | 

Priſ. Lord by flattering him up——you may make 
him believe any thing if you tell him he is a pretty 
young man, and has handſome legs. 

La Ble. Well, Miſs Priſß, I am ſure I with to ſee 
you happy with all my heart ; but I am not unac- 
quainted with the family of the Cockneys ; and believe 
me if they were not ſenſible that you were a young 


lady 
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lady of a very large fortune, they would not take ſo 
much trouble about you as they do. / 

Pri/. I know that well enough ———— They are as 
frighten'd as the vengeance now about my going to 
Jamaica, becauſe they think they ſhould looſe my mo- 
ney 80 I have told Matt, that if he can manage 
it, I will go off with him to Scotland to-night where 

ſay folks may be married in ſpite of any one. 
| La Bl. Go off with him to Scotland? | 

Priſ. Now ſhe is jealous—Huſh ] ſpeak ſoftly—it is 
agreed between us, we are to go out together as ſoon 
as it is dark, and it is about that I have written to the 
Captain Don't you thick that he could hit upon 
ſome conttivance to meet us in the ſtreet, and take 
me from Vat: He ſhall not have much trouble, I 
will be EE __ to go; — and if he bluſters 


and ys a little, the other will be af/aid to friy a 
word. 

La Ble. Take you from him) 

Priſ. Ecod it is the only way to get me, for they 
will not let me ſtir an inch without ſomebody being 
after my tail and if it is not done to night, it's 


odds if the old fellow does not pack me off to- 

morrow. Dy 
La Ble. Let me conſider a little ſo then they 

a 


fortune by foul means, ſince they cannot do it by fair 
A very pretty project indeed — But if 1 am 
not a bar to the executivn of it the devil take me. 
Priſ. What are you thinking off??? 
La Blo. Why, look you Miſs Prify; this is an affair 
of great conſequence, and ſhould be well weighed be- 
fore any thing is done in it I dare to ſay the 
captain will reſcue you; for I know he loves you as 
he does his life But I will go to him, and come 
back and tell you what he fays. + 1 
Priſ. Do ſo, my dear ſoul and aſter we are mar- 
ried you know, you may have Watt yourſelf if you 
like it, and I don't doubt but one day or other be will 
be an alderman. 19 196 ? 25 
La Blo. Leave that to me—I warrant I will make 
| B 3 them 


n ; 
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them do me juftice——1I know too the Captain will it 
ndertake your affair. 
» Prif, And do you hear—defire the Captain's ſervant 
to come along with him, and tell bim if he is a good 
fellow, when I am married to his maſter, he ſhall n 
have as much rum as ever he can drink for nothing. q 
Ja Bl. Ay, ay, I ſhall not be a minute in running 
to his lodgings——do you only manage Watt in the 
mean time. | 
4 Priſ. Never fear, never ſear But hold, ſtay a 
little let me go firſt—if they ſee us come out 
of the yard together, perhaps they may take notice. ( 


Now I fancy maſter Walter, 

Tou and I our ſcores ſhall quit; 

And you'll find the reckoning alter, 
If chis brain has any wit. 


Lord, I'm all in ſuch a flurry 
Here and there my ſpirits hurry, 

» Ina fright how odd one feels; 
What with joy, and fear together, 
May I die if I know whether, 

I am on my head or heels. 


SCENE l. 


Miſs Ln Blond, Miſs MoLIY Cockney, YounG 
4 Cock ver, and PRISCILLA, who opens and looks ou 
* ata window. 


| | Miſs M. oh! here! you are the perſon 1 want to 
| "ſpeak with—Miſs what do you call ſt—what is your 
name ?— Miſg— = 


FD YT YT TU TRI = 8 * 


La Bhs. Do you ſpeak to me Ma'am ? 
Miſs M. Yes, child, to you l am given to 
underſtand; that you proſecute a conduct very unbe- 
coming a yourig woman in your ſi tuation You 
ſhould conſider, girls in bufineſs have nothing to de- 
pend upon but their characters; and let me tell you, 


ut 


Pei Hol ho! bo 
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it is neither modeſt, nor decent, to run after a young 
man as you do after this. 5 

La Ble. Who I run after kia? 

Miſs M. Yes, you Child-—-but tees a liche 
more n couſia, here tells me he can have no 
quiet (© you 7 

La Blo. No iet for me l— Do you f ſo 
Maſter Watt? 5h 10 ; 

Y. Cock. Yes I do, and it is wad, | 

La Ble. You are a ſaucy, impudent, jack-a-napes. 

Miſs M. Fye, Miſs - Wbat * expre — 
Good language at leaſt. -I told you to preſerve 1 
little reſpect It ſeems you want'to trap the young 
man into a marriage. 

7. Cock. So the doe: ſhe canndt deny it- and ſhe 
hay given it out, all ahout the neighbourhood, as 
] am ſworn to her on a book - hut if 1 am it would 
nor bold good i in law, for it was oniy the Ladies Ma- 

ne. 4s 
Miſs M. Couſin Walter ive me. W Suck 
reports, . child; are of a very black'narure——— You 
Gould confider our fami ou are not Er 
La B. T am not equal? hal ha! ha! 


- Miſs M. Very well, Miſs P44 — tall be 
chaſtiſed for your ill manners, I do aſſure you. 1 
eee 
iſs ou etie | t. t | 
. N age” — | 
" man | 
* fa Ds os think then; 
elf upon a — = with every 4 
my unter. doll, — but take esl. 1 have hitherto, 
n you; my 4 and recommended you to 


rear many xu but from henceforth neith 
s. deputy B „nor Nimm. Iſcariot, nor lady 
Muzzy,. nor Mr. ah "Turtle's lady, * 
take ſhred from | 
#'Blo: Mite Moth Co Cech you enk. 
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LOVE IN THE CITY: 
Lord] what a tail our cat has got! 
Why here's a fuſs indeed!  , -— 
You really take upon you, ma'am, A 
More airs than you have need; | 


What ever you may think ma'am, _ 

m not ſo near the brink, ma'am, 

Of age, or decay, | 

That I need beg and pray 
948 1.5 <8 4 A huſba 10 did . 1 ; 1 
And Think Im as good. 
Both in fleſh, and in blocdd. 0 

As you any day o th! ,k. 


„ 


Youne, Cocrney, Miſs Motty Coctnay, and. 


OLD Cockney. 


0. c. Couſin Molly his lordſhip's come. 


oy 2 | 


Mi, M. You did not bring him thro' the ſhop I 


hogs im zig on k 1 
Ws Cock. No, but e Colonel's in the ſhop, eating 


- 
= * 


almonds and raiſins I deſired the boy to give 
him what he aſked for, and not take any thing. 


Miſs M. They have arrived in an exceeding unlucky 


minute. Heavens, what a pickle. you are in 
You do not intend to, go up in that manner? Put on 


your ſlate coloured coat, and your red; ſattin waiſtcoat. 


0. Gack., will. wil 1 * "ot £1 EC AIT) 
Miſs M. But hark you———— have you determined 

what. to do ewich ghis Weſt· Indian allow you, 

couſin Cockney, 

but ſhe has no more breeding than a rhinoceros. 

O. Cack. Ahl but if you would take her in hand 

12 E TTY But a thing is come 
to my head, which I will communicate to 0u 

e officer who ſhe haz had an intrigue with, 


- 


ie is a very lucky opportunity; and | think wy couſin 


Malter ought to ſbew bimſelf a gentleman. 
e 
n this officer a 


* wok 4 * 


her fortune is very conſiderable? ' 


n 
\ 
F 
C 
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Y. Cock. Lord I was never learned to fence. . 
Miſs M. No matter Piſtols I will get a 
gentleman ſhall be your ſecond - And I know it is right. 
O. Cock. Well, but couſin Molly, 1 think it would 
be better to marry the girl firſt- My brother 
talks of ſending her abroad in a day or two, and he 
tells me ſhe is willing to go off to Scotland with him 
to-night. ; 
7. Cock. So ſhe is. (ah EE 
O. Cock. Well, do you ſee, fon Malle z1 know 
nothing of this affair; tis all a ſecret from me, ſo I 
will give you no advice Even do as you think 


* 


" 
” r 8 
cad ww, : F: i * 


proper yourſelf, child—there is money enough in the 


compting-houſe. 
„ SCENE IV. 7 8 
Yaune Cockney, PriSCILLa. | 
Y. Cock. Miſs Prifſy, come down here ; I want to 
ſpeak to you yell I ave been thinking of whar 


* were ſaying to me; and, if I was certain you was 


earneſt- And I thought you would not te- 


turn to any of your old tricks. | | 
Priſ. To be ſure, Maſter Watty————T have been 


a very ſad girl, and I do not deſerve that you ſhould 


have any kindneſs for me. 

Y. Cock. Perhaps Miſs Priſß, you think I cannot 
get a wife—There is a widow gentlewoman worth a 
matter of forty thouſand pounds—her huſband was a 
great ſugar-baker in Ratchiſſ-Highway——and, if. I 
would marry her, ſhe would ſettle every fartbiog ſhe is 

worth upon me. „ 
Priſ. Indeed I do not doubt it. 

Y. C:xck. But you are for an officer it ſeems—And 
1 don't ſee that they are a bit cleverer than other peo- 
ple———1 believe I have been reckoned as genteel as 
any of them—beſides what is a little outfide ſhew— 
If you had a mind to go to Scotland with this here 


Captain, now its odds if he could find money to pay 


for a poſt-chay. TEN 
Pri. ] don't care for the Captain ; I wiſh you would 


not mention him at all—I am aſhained when ever I 
think of it. | | 
# 7. Cech. 


= 
. 


34 LOVE INTHE CITY: 

Y. Cock. So you ought. 

Priſ. I know I ought, but | was bewitched, I am 
ſure I have been crying about it like any thing; you 
may ſee how red my eyes are, 

T. Cock. Ah! fudge! that is no crying, you have 
been putting to an anian— But, I ſay, if you get 
yourſelf ready, I will go along with you as ſoon as it 
is duſk—— Don't you think theſe cloaths becomes me, 


Miſs riß? 1 have a mind to take them along with 
T4 72 x * 


n | 
| 225 You look very jemmy in them, I am ſure. 
Y. Cock. Why | think they ſhew the fall of my ſhoul- 


ders have a very fine fall in my ſhoulders; have 


not I Miſs Prify ? | 

Priſ. Yes indeed have you. 
T. Cock. Well but there's one thing as, perhaps, 
vou are not acquainted with, if you marry without 


my uncle's conſent, you are not to have no fortune; 


ſo that I am taking you hap at a hazard; and if he 
ſhould not forgive us afterwards, I ſhail have you to 
maintain; which will be very hard upon me. 

Priſ. Oh! but he will forgive us—beſides if you 
come to Jamaica with me, I'll raiſe the Negers for 


-us—it's only giving them a few yams, and licking 
them, and they'll do any thing you bid them. 


Y. Cock. Well, we cannot go yet; but you may 
prepare monk while I ſtep in Miſs Prif dor.t 


you think our going off will be in the news papers ?— 


e hear that a great Weſt-Indian fortune has lately 
eloped with the ſon of an eminent grocer in the city 
and when we come back, I warrant there will be 
noiſe enough about us, 


In the morning, what a dinging 
With the Pariſh bells a ringing, 
And the rattling of the drums: 
Then beſure the muſic comes; 

Fiddles, baſs, and ſweet hautboy. 

Al to wiſh our honours joy. 


B 


JJC OC ewlt wad _. r &* 


*ATCOMrc srrk 92 & 
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705 be borne 
Ob fiene te thainows und:! 
Play, inſtruments 4 | 


Drums rattle away, 
And let it for ever be 


$'CEN'E V. 


PriSertt A and "tht hight 70% at the 
. ' aviridoww and” e h 1 e, call. 


er: which Be guli en as faſt as ; foe gets them, © 


Pri. Auaſbaba — dut my vonne, and my 

, black filk handkerchief ; I will be ready i in. g minute, 
be ſhall not wald ſbt me I würtünt Fan purtly 
I have inanagedit}; if the Captain” del but meet us 
now—2uaſtabg—throw ny] my glov Watt 
thinks, as fure Tay thing, 1 w 1155 Een him 
He is the greateſt fool that ever 1 ) dats fop- 
poſe the Captain ſhould not meet us muſt I 'go © 
witt Watt? Eced 1 will not—I will bawl out in 
the ſtreet, and fa he is funni ng. way with me 


A 
let me ſee no ave T all” my Things? have I beg, 


nothin 2 3 
* amen U 11 aa. ol [img M Yoni, 


* & +; + Þ 
4 


_ * + tue bow I Ion ch be watt) 1 | 
" Aad ta thy y owt bh be on WN 
1 ? Beide me to fee, 1 
Ho charming eme ! hs 76 
- My huſband, and, may be ; | f 


est Rite baby, 
0 0 As pretty ab he. 1 
wy 25 Nr hear | * 
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Oh gracious ! what calling, 
What ſtamping what bawling ; 
When firſt I am miſg'd (by the mY 


Miſs Melly will chatter, 
Old ſquare toes will clatter, 
But catch me again if they can. 


SCENE. VI. 


Changes * a rom in Cockney's houſe, handſomely. 


urniſhed in the modern taſte. On one fide: a tea- 
table, with candles, at which are diſcovered SrxuUCE 
and PenzLoOPE ; to whom, after the Duet, enter 


„ U Sel Ea 
Spruce. A lover ſues. | 
Both, , Their hopes befriend, 
2 þ Direct, defend; | 


8 17 Fi . i 
"($373 | £ e, A Joyer's.cauſe/is * 5 53:41 191 


Miſs M. My lord, I humbly beg your lordſhip-s * 
pardon for leavin rol my baye a; thouſand 1m: Hg 
Lies to make in bebe alf 0 kjoſman, who has not 
yet had the honour to pay 1 Wehe to ou But 
to tell your lordſhip the truth, his beſt wig is not yet 
come from the barber's ; and I could not prevail upon 
bim to approach you in that he wears every day. 

Spruce. Oh! madam! 1 {Week Mr. Ceckney 
ſhould make any ceremony — however, have been 
ſo well entertain d your couſin wants nothing but 
a title—I am amazed where ſhe could get ſuch a know- 
ledge of high life——but I doubt ſhe bas been obliged 
to your inſtructions ͤ— 


_ Mi Morpr ne . 

5 Hh , Now \ fortune, "now exert ll Po - "gy 3 1 
Oh ſhed on, Shy * 3 

(7 5+ on, in e . 
ga Nor thou, O laye,, 4 aid refulo==" has 


Miſs M 
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% M. Why, my lord I have endeavour'd to give 
her the principles—couſin Pen, my lord is exceed- 
ingly pleaſed with you————But throw back your 
ſhoulders ; and bridle a httle more, | 

Pen. Pray, my lord, is a woman of faſhion permit- 
ted to love her huſband ? 
Spruce. What do you ſay, ma'm ? I think its rather 
againſt the rules ; but, * your aſking that queſtion, 
I ſuſpect you have got ſome ungenteel prejudices, 
which we muſt endeavour to root out————-Come, 
pry'thee let us hear how you would like to live with 
your Huſband ? 5 : 
Pi. Why, in the firſt place, I would give him 
my heart ſo wholly, and entirely, that he ſhould be 
ſure to have all my affections and attention; and, in 
order to have his in return, I would do my utmoſt to 
render myſelf more agreeable to him than any other 
woman, could; be. would rather be kind than 
fond ;—T would let him ſee that I never expreſs'd 
above half the love I had for him : in ſhort, I would 
do every thing to pleaſe him with joy, and if ever he 
did any thing to diſpleaſe me, I would bear it with 
patience. | | 
| _ Oh, gad, madam, this will never do—it 
ſmells ſo ſtrong of Cheap/ide and the Poultry—it is 
OVvercomin | The: 1 
5 M. Couſin Penny, how can you expoſe your- 

em e ES hy 
Pen. Dear madam I only ſpoke to be better inform'd; 
and if I muſt be a woman of faſhion, you ſhall find I 
can ſtare, and laugh, and prate—— 

R 
Pen. An as im nent, i 7 
nothing, as the beſt of them. 


| Bright in gold, in jewels blazing 
x, Heat. Jaye E. 1 105 * 
Scatt'ring terror, and amazing, 
1 All the little world below. 


4 


With 
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l \ 2 1 9 ; 9433 of *? . . N 
With a look their freedom wing. Jb. 
| How the Cits will hang their ears, |} © 
Gaping, war, humming, hawing el 
When her ladyſhip appears. "32: e * 
| | ant 1 2 F aL, 3356 202. 1 
Miſ Mor Ivy Cocxney, Syxvcs, OI D Cockxxzr, I 
"fs VAGG. | * DB ao p 


Wagg. Come in, Mr. Cockney ; come in; * are 
not afraid of his lordſhip, I hope——Zouns he will 
not bite you, Man — I wonder what the devil makes 
people ſo afraid of a lord. gs L bs 

2 ba 

agg. My lord, give me leave to preſent to you 
a gentleman who does honour to the worſnhipful com- ! 
pany of grocers—this is Mr. Cockney, hs 


Spruce. It is a long time, Sir, that I have. lan- | 


iſhed for this ese 5 10 
O. Cock. O my lord—Your lordſhip-I— s P 
Mzi/s M. Couſin Cockney, won't you defire the fa- q 
your of his lordſhip. to fit down - Chairs quickly. a 


©. Cock. Colonel, I would beg a word with you, if | 
you pleaſe—Pl! tell you what Ihave been thinking a 
of ————Suppoſe I was to aſk his lordſhip to bor- _ 
row a little money of me, you know that would be d 
ſetting thingy esd en Pudation..... „ 
VPagg. Zouns, = are in ſuch a hurry---Have pa- 
tience, and I will let you know, when it may be done 
with r lord has not Mr. Cockney a 0 
ſpecial good houſe here? With his pretty flock paper, ” 
and his prints, and his cheque win cas curtains. 1 
Sprace. A very good houſe indeed, and I am par- © 
ticularly pleaſed with the taſte and elegance of this mn 
apartment---Is that a Vandyke over the chimney, or 
a Rubens---A family-piece I ſuppoſe Mr. Cockney * || © 
Mi/s M. My lord, its my grand Dada---he was | . 
alderman of Portſoten-ward- his ſpouſe is over the * 
dor there by the ſame limner---I remember her » * 
r 
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her latter days---her name was £E/ther---and for a 
crooked woman, I think ſhe was as genteel a creter as 
ever I ſet my eyes on. | | 
Spruce. A propos---Do you know colonel, that 1 
have ſome thoughts of finiſhing my thing upon Blacl- 
Heath, this ſummer ? I think wy feat in the north at 
ioo great a diſtance, Mr. Cockney ; ſo have a mind to 
have one nearer the Metropolis---and from whence do 
you think I took the m of my building ? 
O. Cock, I don't know my lord---perhaps from St. 
2 , - 3 . 
Spruce. From the mount of a lady's fan, upon honour. 
My M. Well that muſt be vaſtly — * 
Wagg. Why, my lord, Mr. Cockney himſelf has 
country ſeat at Newington-Burry. n 
O. Cock, Ay Colonel, it's well enough for a mouth- 
fal of air of a uy ee London for my money--- 
ike it. 7 
Spruce. Then you have been abroad, Sir ? 
S. Cock. About two and twenty years ago, my 
lord, I was as far as Birmingham---My firſt wife, 
woman, ſhe died of a dropſy! made it her re- 
queſt to be buried in the church-yard, with her father 
and mother; and as it was ſummer time, ] thought it 
would be a —. Journey. 3 
Spruce. Mr. Cockney 1 be don for interrupt- 
ing you---Pray Colonel who had you laſt night at the 
dutcheſſes ? | * 
Vagg. Do you mean at ſupper ? 
Spruce. Ay. Ee” | 
Wagg. Why, Sir, for Women, we had the counteſs 
of Hulu, lady Dye Brim/tone, Mrs. Scribblecard, the 
widow Tarter, and the two Miſs No;/fies. Then our 
men were, lord Swweep-fakes, Sir Harry Traſh, count 


Grin, Jack Nonſenſe of the guards, and baron Toau- 


reww---damn his name---the what do you call it envoy ? 
Spruce. The counteſs of Hubbub lives near you, Mrs. 

Cockney, ſhe is a N 0 good ſort of woman. 
Mi/s M. My lord, ſhe bears a very fine reputation, 


in'the neighbourhood---I have not the honour of be- 


ing known to her ladyſhip. 2 
agg 


8 


— — a, nent . ? 8 
oy 1 — ug „ - | n ' a L * þ b \ 3 


_ — 
——ç— 4 a _ = 
* — * 
——— 
\ — n.. 5 
, * Br 4 - 


: 


— —7 ww : 


1 my daughter ſhall 


40 LOVE IN THE CITY: 
kardly ever miſſes St. Zamer's Chapel, when the royal 
family are there, and goes to all the charity plays and 

Operas. | bt 
| 70. Cock. Does your lordſhip love muſic ?---If you 

play you a tune upon the 
pinnet, and ſing you a ag, 
Wagg. Mr. Cockney, ſhall I fing you a ſong ? 
Mi. M. Sir, if you will do us that favour — 
Spruce, Oh, Colonel! IT am ſure you cannot fing. 
Wagg. Indeed but I can, my lord; and, to oblige 
Miſs Molly here, I will too-—Tho* I proteſt I have 
got a rg cold. 
O. Cock. Go, go, good ſingers are never without 
one, as the ſaying is—You muſt ſing Colonel. 
Wagg. Muſt 17 | 

Mi/s M. My couſin means, Colonel, if you think 

per. 

77 g. Come then I will ſing you a ſong, that is a 

devilith favourite with all the court ladies——Afe my 
lord elſe—Hem—hem—though I proteſt I am quite out 
of voice, I am afraid I ſhall hardly get through it. 


There was a pretty maid, ſhe met a gentleman, 
And ſoon to chat, of this and that 
Together they began. 
hee Itide. 
They talk'd of politicks; they talk'd of winds and 
Of weather, ſtock, and what's o'clock, 
And other things beſide. 


Then faid the gentleman, Oh charming pretty maid, 


A little bit, let's go and fit, 
My dear in yonder ſhade. 


Then ſtrait reply'd the maid, Oh Sir excuſe me pray? 
Who, I go there? for ſhame—forbear; : 
ord! what would people ſay ? 


He told her of the bliſs, the told him of the fin, | 
He pull'd, he ſwore : ſhe—ſaid no more; 
And ſo they both went in, 1 


Wagg. Vaſtly religious, and exceedingly humane 
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And here my ſlory ends, perhaps the whole's a 1 
It may de ſo, for what I know, ” 

Tou have it cheap as I. 


SCENE VI. 
Orn Coe], M/s MotltyY Coctnay, 
SyrUCE, WA Oo, nn 
ward. BARNACLE, | 


5 Pen. Mercy on us, papa, what ſhall we do — 
Here is my uncle Barnacle coming up ſtair I do 
not know where he has dined, but he is in 4 terrible 
condition. | 

| ©. Cock. Your uncle Barnacle ? 
k Miß M. Why did you net tell him there was no» 

body at home ? 

a | Spruce. Is there any thing the matter Mr. Cockney ? 

O. Cock. Nothing. my Lord ; only 

y 
it | Barn. A pack of drunken, impudent raſcals, that a 
ſober citizen cannot paſs his way for them———Hey- 

BE Gay ! who have we here? 

Miſs. M. Couſin Penny, what ſhall we do ? I hope, 
my Lord, you will excuſe it, the gentleman is a little 
ay nou in liquor. 

arn. Why, Nick Cockney, what is the meaning of 
4 Y ol! this? Are you elected ſheriff, or going to ſet 
up for parliament-man——Hluminations, fire-works ! 
one, two, three, four, candles; and, by all that's 
bad, they are wax! 
| 0. Ceck. Brother! brother! pray go to bed—My 
Jord I am fo confounded 
Barn. My lord ! my lord | What have we lords 
I bere ? I beg your lordſhip's pardon. 
; Wagg. Well ſaid, old anniſeed. 

Barn, Anniſeed— what do you mean by an- 
niſeed ? Sir, you are a coxcomb ; and, my lord, 
you are another ; with your gold Ruff---Let me ſee--» 
ls that Lyons or Spittle- [Fields ?---French---French !--- 
Starving the poor weavers, and their wives---2 , 
of damn'd | 

| O. Cock. Dear brother ! 


> 
. 


Barn. 
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Barn. Get along about your buſineſs both of you. 

Miſs M. Couſin Penelope have you any Hartſhon 
about you ? my back opens and ſhuts. 

Barn. Oh ! ho ! you have been drinking tea 
Pen, come hither ; fill me out ſome in this baſon — 
Starving the poor weavers and their wives —— ' 

Wagg. Mr. Cockney | be j your pardon, but 1 muſt 
be under a neceſſity ef toſſing this old ſcounterel it 1 
blanker. 

©: Cock. Oh, colonel ! Moby gee 

Mijs M. Couſin Nic don't ſay a Mord in his beben 
the Colonel would ſerve him right; if he was to 
run his ſword through his body. 

Wagg. 80 I ſhould, Madam 5 and, by beaveh, | 

e 84 s 

Spruce. Moderation, my dear Colone Te be 
fare this treatment is a little new to a man of my diſ- 
tinction—- however, Mr. Cockney, I ſhall over look it. 

O Cock, O] my lord, tread upon my neck, tram. 
ple me under your feet. 

Wagg. Do, my lord, ſince Mr. Cochney deſires it. 

Spruce. Pr'ythee have gone Nr. aeg we will 
take our leave 
DO. Cock. Will you my lord? Well, irt it muſt 
be ſfo———but this, I hope, will not occaſion you to 
alter your diſpoſition towards me and my family. 

Spruce. By no means, Sir; you ſhall hear from me 
to morrow- morning permit me only to take leave of 
your daughter. 


I 
w 
ft 
MM 
le 
A 


Ah, mx gear, 
This ing fear ? 

Let 1 your peace invade: 
The Clouds at laſt, 


Are gone and paſt, 
Which wrapt us in their ſhade, _ 
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* is withdrawn ; 
A ſmiling dawn 
Breaks with enliv ning ray ; 
Each miſt diſpels, 
And all foretells 
A fair and bappy day. 


-<CEANA'M © 


27 Molly Cocxxey, BAN NAC, PII Tort, 
and afterwards, Ol o Cocx xxx. 


Barn. Are they gone ? I am glad of it=——Perhaps 
if they had ſtaid much longer, I might have been apt to 
ſay 828 to affront them. 

Miſs M. Afftont them. ! Do 2 
have done here Sit? Do you kno 
been inſolent to a peer of the realm? 

Barn. A peer of the realm, old ſpinſtet ? 
Miſs M. Ab! don't come near me. | 

Barn. Do not be afraid, I am not going to kiſs you, 
I promiſe you»——But why do not you cover thoſe 


withered jaws of yours, as a woman of r years 
ſhould n calling yourſelf, Mits 3 Molly , 


— 


know what you 
that you have 


Mrs. Mary would be more becoming to my know - 


. you are upwards of ſiſty. 
% M. Couſin Cockney, will you ſuffer me to be 
affronted in your houſe ? | 
Barn. Oh! Nick, you have been to ſee your com- 
pany out, Well and who is thislord ? You 
think I hear nothing of your doingy—T know this is 
the fellow you are going to marry your 4 — to— 
but, if ſhe has bim, ſhe ſhall have nothing from me. 
Ay Fiddle faddle, who cares, with your 
mouthful of moonſhine while you want to 
rvin the family. ; 
O. Cock. Yes indeed, brother, you would ruin the 
family, 


Barn. 
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Barn. Where is Priſcilla Tomboy——1 have found | 


a paſſage for her ; and pleaſe the fates I will be ſhut 
one plague. | 


Mi/s M. How ſhould we know where ſhe pm 


would you make us the keepers of your wild-beaſt— 
Couſin Cociney, let's leave him — Penny, my dear come 
along An unmannerly, drunken old brute. 


SCENE X. 
B aRNACLE. 


Barn. Ay, go your ways, I will be even with you 
all yet—PFor, as I ſaid to Mr. Alderman, a man is 
never too old to marry—Well but, ſays he to me, my 

friend — Well but, ſays I to Mr. Alderman—1 
will advertiſe for a wife—I know Charles Say ve 
well, he and I are of the ſame club—and I WI 
have it in the front of the Gazetteer to-morrdw morn- 
ing; it will coſt me five ſhillings, but I will top that 
out of my wife's firſt quarter's allowance. 


This is to give notice, that a man about fifty, 
Healthy and vigor'us, and of humour thrifty ; 
Longing to taſte of a virtu'us fruition, 
Wiſhes to change, out of hand, his condition: 


Beauty and youth little ftreſs will be laid on; 
But, if he could, he would marry a maiden ; 
So, to prevent any fruitleſs vexation, 


Widows are pray'd not to make application. 


Caſh there muſt be, in hand, or annuity ; 
For which a jointure in caſe of viduity. 
From principals—letters poſt paid as directed: 


Honour and ſecrecy may be expected. 01 


Ss ENR 


— 
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cle, Ludgate-Hill, wvich a wiew of Saint Paul's, 
towards duſk. Enter SIGHTLY, 


Time, the event 


| Ag, 
/ diſguijedas a father, with W AGG. 


Sightly. Ha! ha! ha! upon my ſoul I did not 


know you———who would have thought to meet 


Jom Magę, the attorney, metamorphoſed into an officer ? 
agg. And who would have expected to meet 
Charles Sigbily, the officer, metamorphoſed into a 
ſailor ?—But what do you think of our adventure— 
are not we a couple of accompliſhed knight-errants ? 
Sight. Why, Sir, I am in ſome ſort of the order 
myſelf, as my preſent dreſs I think may teſtify—— 
But where 1s Spruce ? Has he deſerted you ? 


Wagg. No, he is only gout to a relation's houſe in 


the neighbourhood ; I believe the old fellow fright- 
2 him ſo, he had occaſion for a dram to recruit his 
Pir Its. 

Sight. And do you hope to bring it to a marriage ? 


Wagg. Hope, my dear? It is a ſure thing—and, in 


order to make clear work with the family—1 propoſe 
paying my addreſſes to Miſs Molly—She has fix or 
ſeyen thouſand pounds, and I think I could kill her in 
three weeks. | 
Sight. No, no, an old woman is not fo eaſily kill'd 
as you iy Lp is it not whimfical that I ſhould 
have an affair in the ſame houſe ?---I know, Wage, 
ou love a frolick, I wiſh you would aſſiſt me in ah 
„ 5 C 
Wagg. What, to take the ſquaw from the young 
ocer ? | | 
Sightly. Ay—there's the fellow habit to this at m 


_ friend's over the way, which will ſerve to diſguiſe 


you and, if you are afraid they ſhould diſtinguiſh 
your voice, I know you have more than one at com- 
mand, | 
Wagg. Arrah is it game you are making ? the devil 
burn me, but Il Darby Cavanagh in a crack ———- 


Stand out of the way you little baſtard. 
ö SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 
S1curLY, Mi; La Bron. 


La Ble. Captain Sightly ! Mercy on us you brought 
my heart into my mouth. 

Sight. Well, you ſee I am a true ſoldier, at my poſt 
and ready for engagement — Her letter mentions the 
Bell-Savage-Inn——If ſo, we cannot be better ſtation- 
ed than here. | | 

La Bh. No, no, you are very well, and they will 
be here in a minute — Only I juſt run down before 
them, in order to have a little diſcourſe with you 


Lord we ſhal) make them ſo ridiculous ————But T1 


ſay, Captain, when you have got Miſs Tombey, where 
do you think to take her ? | 
Sight. To Scotland directly, my girl. 

La Bls. Ay, but there's the vengeance of it, the 
deuce a farthing is ſhe intitled to, if ſhe marries with- 
out her guardian's conſent. 

Sight. The devil! how do you know? 

La Bla. We have juſt had it from thoſe who are 
very well acquainted with her affairs; and Mr. Bar- 
nacle is ſuch an odd man, he would not value to give 
it to an hoſpital, out of ſpite. 

Sight. What the plague ſhall I do then ? | 

La Bl. Why take her from Maſter Vatt if ta 
ean She ſhall go and lye at my aunt's to night; 
and, in the morning, if you will leave every pus, og 
us, I am certain we have hit upon a plan, to get Mr. 
Barnacle's conſent to your marriage. 

Sight. Lye at your aunt's, my dear? 


I Bl. Yes captain, yes—for it is abſolutely neceſ- 


fary, left there ſhould be a buſtle about this affair, 

| that we ſhould have it in our power to prove that no 

harm was intended. 

_ Sight. Then, my dear, I will leave every thing to 

you: I am ſureI cannot be in more truſty * * 
| 1 a 
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_ La Bl. Without doubt you know the ill treatment 
1 have met with from Mr. Cockney's ſon, and the 
whole family indeed And you may think it will 
be a ſatisfaftion to us to be revenged on them, if we 


had no regard for you. | 
Sight. Well now my dear, you will have- the laugh 


La Bh. But that is not enough, Captain—between 
ourſelves it would be a very good match for me 
but, you will ſee——to-morrow, perhaps, I may hit 
upon a trick to bring my own affairs about as well as 
Be 7 lat alho of Sine 

x Sight. Well ſaid, my girl; and, tho“ Young Cock- 
2% has forſaken you, be aſſured, in a market where 
there is ſuch a demand for beauty, your ſtock will 


never lye upon your hands. 


A laſs ſo genteel and ſo . 
Ils certain a huſband to ; 
My dear, the gallants of the city, 
Are neither unfeeling nor blind: 


Thoſe lips near and honey; 
Thoſe eyes — a witchery ſtrange ; 

Aud ſomething bakddo mana ney, | 
Can tickle a heart on the — 1 


OUNG Cocker, PaisciLLa, S1GHTLY, Wacs 
finging, and afterwards Miſi La BL b. 


Pri/. La, Maſter Watt—you hurry ſo faſt---I vow 
anne myſelf; ſo I muſt; I am as tired 
as can be. 5 

Y. Cock. Why would you not let me call a hackney- 
coach then ?---But I tell you it will be dark preſently, 
and we ſhall meet ſome highway-men or. the road near 


Londgn. 
= Prij. 
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Priſ. Well ſtay a, moment then till—I buckle my 
hoe it was you that was ſo long before you came W 
out—Oh, la ! there are a couple of men ſtanding von- © 
= at the corner--I won't go an farther—Maſter * 

att 

75 Cock. What's the matter with you ? LE 

* 6 I am Captain Delany, no bluſhes will ſhame jil's 
ys I came out of the county of Mays.” jy 


Pri Maſter Warr. Pute 
7. Cock. If ever 1 knew the like of you ! There's n _ 


danger ; come along. 

Wage. Arrah, hip, e eee why 
don't you come here ts not that your Judy trip- 
ping along with yonder * ſhank in the dig coat 7 

Sight. Judy Judy 

Wagg. Muſha Juda. my ſowl is it you? 

Y. Cock, What do you mean fellow ? ö 

Wagg. Atrah what does your ſelf mean, you tief of 
the world ? If its women you muſt have, will nothing 
be after ſerving you but other men's wives? Have you 
no bowels for the peace of a gentleman's mind, and 
the honour of his family ? 

Sight. Do you think I do not know my — 
I — her for all the ſilk gowns you have given her— 
And TIl make her know me 

Y. Cock. Mifs Priſß / | 

Wagg. Ub bub boo, ſhe has chang'd 177 name too 
u be bound for it now you'd be after perſuading 
me that ſhe was not chriſtened Judy. 

Sight. Comrade don't be in a paſſion. 

Wagg. Bad luck to the little blackguard. Let me 
be at him Nation to my ſowl, if I won't cut 
him as ſmall as tobacco. 

Sight. Keep your temper. © 
i Wag. Well Tl be eaſy ——only let me ſee bis 
lood. 

La Blo. Mafter Watty, Miſs Pri ! | 
T. Cock. Look you there=—here's a young gentle- 
woman that knows us. 


La. Blo. What's the matter? 


V. 
Prif. 


Wagg 


lt is not 


Prif. 


Waeg. 
ere wants to rob my friend of his wiſe — Ve tiet is 
it wanting to rob the man you are? 
La. Blo. Rob him! 

age. 
irl's mammy as well as the woman that bore me — 


A COMIC OPERA, 4&4 


Nothing, my jewel! only a vild villian 


Why I tell you, my jewel, I know the 


half an hour ago ſince I met her with her 


utch and her little baſket ©* Pray buy ſome ginger- 
read of the beſt, of a poor old woman, I ſhall take 
extremely kind.“ 


Y. Cock, Do you hear this ? 


I feel myſelf, growing as ſick as a dog — 
Oh gemini! what's coming o'er me! 


My heart in my breaſt leaps about like a frog, 


And the place is all ſwimming before me! 


. Miſs Priſſy, what ails you, 


What fury aſſails you ? | 
You'll throw the young Lady in fits. 


They think, by their ſwearing, 
Their ranting and tearing, 
To frighten us out of our wits. 


. 


No farther we'll talk 


Come, pretty face, walk. 


. How! will you-go with them ? 


Why, here don't you fee them; 
What pidgeon can get from a hawk ? 


. Bla: To take her away, ſince you ſee them ſo bent, 


If I was as you, 1 would give my conſent. 


. | You laugh at me'do you; 


No harm ſhall come to you ; 
No, no, Maſter Watt, 
Indeed there ſhall not; 
Fd rather go with them, | 
C Y. Cock. 


marr, 
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Y. Cock. You're all in a plot. 
But if I ſtand here 
You ſhall pay for it dear: 


271. Come out then Toledo, that W * | 


That ftroke won the day, 
70 


b O pray run away 
La. 'Blo 


3 
They'll cut you, they'll flaſh you 
To mammocks they'll math you, 


Together. Oh pray run away, 
E That ſtroke won the day, 
Well, well you may chance for your frolick to pay 


ACTIL s cENE I 


The infide of Cocxney's ſhop. Enter Baxnacus 
Young Corner, and PenzLOPE. 


Barn. I ſay, I will not fee her let her gofrot 

whence ſhe came—1I ſhall write her friends in — 
word, by the next packet, that I was not ſtrot 
enough to hold her, and that when I was on the e 
of ſending her back to them, ſhe ran away from me 
and went upon the town. f Ip 

T. Cock. Do ſo, uncle; and I wonder ſhe has th 
impudence to come back, after laying out all night. 

Barn. And I wonder, - firrah, you dare have tl 
impudence to take ber out, when I ordered ſhe ſhoul 
keep the houſe— Is not it all your doings ? 
en. Well, pray, dear Sir, let me prevail upon yo 


to ſee her, and hoar what ſhe can ſap . us 


as =. mw 


af 


the men were diſguiſed, I could plaiol 
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Y. Cock. She can ſay nothing for herſelf, ſiſter 
Penny; though I know well h her being taken. 
from me was all a contrivancez S 

ſee one 
them was an officer; and I believe Miſs La Blond 
was concerned along with them —— however fair ſhe 


may carry it. 

Pen. Ah i poor icl! we is not like to any 
thing fair long: 1 ve juſt been over at her houſe, 
where I have left my 1 is indeed a moſt me- 
lancholy ſpeRtacle, 1 ſhe has 1 loſt her ſenſes, and 
they ſay its for love of you, 

arn. For love of him, he is a pretty Adonis for 
girls to go mad for. _ 

Pen. Well, neck, will you condeſarad 9 fon this 
unfortunate girl? 


Barn. Where is ſhe? 
Pen, Above in my chamber, ſhe is afraid to come 


down without your permiſſion, but ſhe ſeems really 


ſorry for what ſhe has done, and perbaps things may 


not be ſo bad as they appear. 


7. Cock. O, 1 penny they are bad enough. 

Bars. Vil break your bones. 

7. Cock. For w * a 

Barn. Bid that ſlut come hither — But here take 
my cane, I will not truſt: myſelf near her with a wea- 
IM : 
* IT will . e „ 

u treat with a more gentlenels, ſhe 

— love you if 1 are 1 * 

7. Cock, Wi all Se y 


: Who e a pin ; for 2 
; * may has 
1715 I would fog mer 
To har ve times beter than te 
£9 2 4 
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*. * * 
* - "NY 


: > 1 3 


: i e I e ed, ace 
Plague of her negers, her ſugar and r rum ait 
1 21 Fialſe, ſly, 


She's for the devil a chum. 


Which way you will you may try her, 
You'll find her a vixen, a/lyar,” 7 : 
The man who for nothing ſhould hey her, 


Too dear his mae would pay „ 


But W s the 4050 of drations ? 
E'en fend her back to her relations; 
She's fitterer for the plantations, -  - 
Than here with Chriſtians to ny 8 


8 CE N E * , 
banners, 3 Wow and afterwards 
Youne enen a | 


Barn. Oh! madam run-away 
Priſ. Don't be angry, 2 don t and. Pl eel 
- 

Wage: No, Sir; pray don't lar in a —— ih 
Miſs, and ſhe will . confeſs ev for as I told; 
you, my dear, this gentlema hy rv, be with cogiird 
to you, what a bridle is to a horſe;*a rudder 'to 2 
ſhip, a dog to a blind-man:: you are the horſe, he is 
the bridle ; you are the'ſhip, he is the rudder; you 
are the blind-man, he is the dog: and I cannot help 
thinking Mr. Barnacle, be was a wiſe-ftellow who/ſaid, 


_ briſk girls are like champaigu, which will fly if it be 
\ not well cork'd up. Wen * a the 4 cork d 


up is 26e 13 Sun 7d 04 
Barn. Huſſy, what made you go out laſt night? 
Priſ. Why it was maſter Watty made me, we were 


| going to Edinburgh! to be married. 


Barn. To Edinburgh! Oh the dog — Walter! 
Wagg. * Watty? | 
Barn. 
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Dar. What firrah, you took this girl out with - * [| 


T. Cock. Well it was ſhe berſelf propoſed it. 
Priſ. Suppoſe I did, you know when I was in the 
-houſe I could never be at reſt for you ; whenever we 
were alone together, you were always talking bad to 


you laſt night, in order. to go to Edinburgh to be 


Mage. Oh! you young rake. | 

T. Cock, Talking bad to her, if ever I uſed an un- 
deſſent expreſſion =— _ | 

Barn. Sicrah, don't doubt it, hold your tongue; 
au J lay, where have you been all night, let me hear 
that | 

Priſ. You'll be angry. . | 
6) 1 Tell me — | 

Priſ. Why the gentleman that loves me, the officer 
that was here yeſterday, met maſter Watty and me in 
the ſtreet, and took me away from him — And — but 
why did he take me out? a 

arn, Ay, it's very true, it's all your ſault, firrab. 

Wagg. Well but ſtay darling don't ery — Lord 
help it, how it's little breaſt. pants and  heaves z you 
lay 775 one took you away where did he take you 
chicken | 

Priſ To his lodging, for he ſaid he loved nie ſo, 
he could not live without me, and if 1 did not comply 
with his defires, he ſaid, he would kill himſelf on the 


ſpot. 
e, Comply, with his defeat © 
Pri. knew now, he would be in a ns; 
Wagg. Contain yourſelf, worthy Sir; you hear 
this young fellow loved her; alas! Mr. Barnacle 
what is mian? Man in this world, Sir, may be com- 
pared to a hackney-coach upon a ſtand ; continually 
ſubject to be drawn by his unruly appetites, on one 
fooliſh jaunt or another; but you will ſay, if his ap- 
petites are horſes, which as it were drag him along, 
_ reaſon is the coachman to rule thoſe horſes But, 


0 bes the coachman rea ſon, is drunk with paſ- 
* Pe” 
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Barn. Hark you huſſy, I have but one queſtion 
more to aſk you, are you ruin'd or not? os 
Priſ. Oh ho — he, he, he. | 
Barn. You impudent —— . 
| Priſ. Why the gentleman makes me laugh. 
| Wagg. I fancy Mr. Barnacle, pretty Miſs does not 
clearly underſtand the purport of your queſtion — my 
dear your guardian would know —— Let me fee —he 
would know, whether you and the gentleman paſs'd 
the night in the ſame chamber ? | 
Priſ. Why, I'll aſſure you at firſt I was againſt it, 
for 1 ſaid 1 did not think it was becoming; and he 


me. | 
Wagg Poor young fellow, there was good nature. 
Priſ. Yes, he ſaid ſo, indeed; ſo ſeeing him fo 
= polite, I ſaid he ſhould not run the riſk of catching 
cold for the love of me, and that I would rather put 
my ſelf to any inconvenience whatſoever, 


„ HWagg. Well, one good turn deſerves another, that 


wos pretty of you again. 
Barn. And ſo you — 
Priſ. Why he faid he'd be civil to me. 
Wage. Mr. Barnacle, 1 fee this affair diſconcerts 
you, but things are not ſo bad, as to be paſt mending 


I dare ſwear, this young fellow will be glad to 


marry her, and in ſpite of what ſome le may af- 
| 8 25 think, 1 — a patch is better rhas * 
at any time — Eh It 
Priſ. Oh! yes, I'm ſure he'll marry me, for he 
gave me his promiſe, two or three times, 
Barn. Get you gone bully! | 
Priſ. I knew now, this would be the way. 


Young, and childiſh 
Somewhat wildiſh, 
I perhaps have done a fault ; 
And at variance, 
With experience, 
Little knowledge dearly bou 


8 


1 


ſaid he would rather lye in the ſtreet than incommode 
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of Yet have feeling, | 
, Let.me kneeling, 
_ Your compaſſion pins 
Pardon now, Sir, 
And I vow Sir, 
1 will nover do ſo wore. 


SCENE HI. 
| BanwaAcLe, Parzkorx. 
Barn. Pray, Sir, take her up ſtairs, =P you, fir- 
rah, get out my * Penelope come hither ! this 
pil | is ruined and all the blame will lye upon 


"en. u n very odd, | 


LEY bas her above airs, that no harm bed 


ny th 

„. Oh child, ſhe will lye as faſt as 4 horſe can 
trot But now to your affairs — The account you give 
me of the trick you have play'd that old blockhead, 
ur father, pleaſes me — But who is this young fel- 
ow — a mercer you ſay -— Well —a tradeſman is the 
party I ſhould chuſe for you — But is he in good bu» 
fineſs, a-ſober, careful young fellow ? and wont be 
neglect his ſhop, to run after horſe races, and cock - 
matches. 

Pen. No, Sir, that J am fure he wont. 

Barn. And he does not game; ſo much the better 
— knew a mercer once, that ruined himſelf with 
laying 2 with his next door Neighbour, which 
ſhould ſell moſt in a day. And I deſire you won't 
hurt * huſband by your extravagance, in cutting 
off filk gowns for yourſelf, if you muſt wear ſilk, wait 


*till there are a ſufficient number of remnants, and if 
they are of different colours dye them. 
en. I ſhall be ſure to take notice Sir. 
Barn. And ſo Molly- took the mercer for a lord, 
and bis companida 


the ag for a colonel ? 
_ Pon, 
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ſider — Matrimony, my dear, is like a mouſe trap, it 
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Pen. Yes, truly, Sir, and takes them for the ſame 
ſtill, but as we propoſed to be married this morning 
I would not diſpoſe of myſelf without your conſent. 

Barn. You frat fare the better for it child — But, 
I ſay, Penny, here is another thing you ſhould co 


is eaſy to get into, but hard to get out of; and if you 
ſhould ſuffer yourſelf to be decoy'd by a bait 
Pen. Sir, 1 am morally certain that I ſhall never 
have cauſe to repent; I am only afraid the liberty I 
have taken with my father 
Barn. His folly made it neceſſary — But I muſt now 
go to this officer, and to look for ſome letters which I 
expect to have at the Rainbow in conſequence of an 
advertiſement of mine in the papers to day — bring my 
cloak, hat, and cane — And, | ſay, Penny, be careful 
now, and induſtrious z and ſaving, above all things be 


ſaviaj;. , 


For your good, I adviſe you, 
And ſo if you're wiſe you 
Will think; | 
Still regard the main chance, 
Tha the clink, | 
Of the chink, | 
Is the muſick to make the heart dance. 


Honey 
Our money 

. We find in the end 
Both relation and friend; C} 
Tis a helpmate for better for worſe: 

Neither father, nor mother, 

Nor ſiſter, nor brother, 

Nor uncles, nor aunts, | 


Nor dozens | | 
9 - -. . Py 

Are like a friend in the purſe. 3 

OD } be 

| FS, | in 
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SCRNER- 
Pino. 


Pen. So, this ſtep I think was a wiſe one; by 
making my uncle, our confident, I have ſecured him in 
our intereſt, and ſhould my father, upon the diſcovery 
of his error, fly into extravagancies, we are provided 
with a friend who will be able to appeaſe him: for 
| myſelf there is but one way to take; I muſt pretend at 

firſt, to be as much ſhocked at the diſappointment as - 

any one: I know we ſhall have a dreadful hurricane 

— but no matter. 


The wretch condemn'd with life to part, 
Yet, yet, on hope relies; | 
And the laſt ſigh that rends his heart, 
_ Bids 4101 WB riſe. 3 


Hope, like the glimm'ring taper's light, 
Adorns and cheers our way; 

And ſtill as darker grows the night, 
Einits a brighter ray. 


SCENE v. 


Changes to the! freet between Cocene's houſe, and 
Mifi La BLoxp's. Enter Miſs M. Cock ver, from 
the ſbop, fanning herſelf, Waco following her. 


$7 M. Lord! Colonel you have put me into ſuch 

a heat. © | 

_ #Hagg. Well madam, need I fay. any more. 

MI. AM. Sir, after what you have faid already in the 

houſe; I will not affect to miſunderſtand your mean- 
ing; indeed I think the ſooner affairs of this nature are 
brought to an eclairciſement, the better; tho' l know 
Tome of the ſex like to lead gentlemen on — 

5 5 4 ä 1 args 


„ 
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Wagg. Why, look you, Miſs Molly, I am a plaiaffo 
man, and a ſoldier, and I ſhall only tell you this, [ 
love you; does any one alk me why, what buſineſs i 


iz 

that of theirs; you are neither young, genteel, nor 
handſome — no matter — there is ſomething about you 
that bits my taſte — Now my lord is going to be mar- 
Tied N 1 what objection have you to make 
me 7 R / 

Mi: 12 With regard to perſon, none, Sir. 

Mag Madam your moſt 
. Miſs M. With regard to family — none, Sir. 
2g. Why, I can tell you, we are of a damn'd 
good family — we come out of South Wales. 

Miſs M. With regard to fortune, Sir, in an affair 
where my heart is concerned, I ſhould not be over 
rigid; however, tho* what you was pleaſed to inti- 
mate juſt now, about my years, be truth, it is not ſo 
much ſo, but that in conſequence of a anian between 
you and me, there ya be proſpects of family — 

Wagg. Madam, I ſee you are a wiſe woman — But 
make yourſelf eaſy, if we have not above ſeven or 

eight ſons, I can diſpoſe of them in the church, and 
the army, and for half a dozen daughters, I have 
intereſt enough to make them maids of honour. 

Miſs M. Well, but colonel, there is another thing 
— you will pardon me for mentioning it — Perhaps 
you may be given to women— And if after 1 have 

fixed my affections | 
| Wuagg. Madam, by all | 

Miſs M. Oh, pray, Sir, do not ſwear, you will 

frighten me out of my wits if you ſwear. 

Wagg. Well, madam, to oblige you I won't — But 
is there no rival in the caſe? — Come — that ſnuff-box | 
was a preſent —— ſome ſubſtantial raſcal in the city 
here, preſumes upon the merit of a plumb or two — 

Miſs M. Not at preſent, upon my honour, Sir —— 
Ja the life time of my papa and mamma, there was 2 
gentleman made propoſals, but he was a Jew, and | 
would not hear of it but in caſe of converſion. * 1 


th 


FN 


A COMIC OPERA. 59 
Wagg. Then, madam, let me taſte your ſauff and 
ſo you aſſure me now, that there is no fear of u rival. 
Miſe M. Sir, I will deal ingeououſly with you, 
ſs af] wiſh you bad opened your mind to me yeſterday, 
nor for at preſent | am engaged in a matrimonial negotia- 
you tion — | ; 
ar WHagg. Zounds what is the matter with me - — 
uy | 
Miſs M. Sir, are you indiſpoſed ? 
Wagg. A — achee= achee ! achee. 


Ten thouſand devils take her ſnuff, 
u d Was ever man fo fluſter'd; 
How can you keep ſuch curſed ſtuff? 
'Tis bellebore or muſtard. 


See, only ſee, 
Achee, achee, achee ; 


laig 
8, [ 


| Goes up my noſe may choak 


SCENE VI. 


Wace, Miſs MoiLy Cocxwxey, Ot o Cockwty, 
SeRUCE, and then Miſs La Blond, as 4 mad, 


woman. 


Spruce. What ſhall we do, Mr. Cockney ? She fol- 
lows us —— Stand out of the way. 
La Bb. Thieves! thieves! thieves ! | 
O. Cock. How now, Miſs Nancy my dear? What is 
the matter with you ? 
| La. Bl. 


- 
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4 = Ble. Give them me back again, give them u 
TE 7 4.8 
0. Cock. My dear we have taken nothing. = 
La. Blo. Let me ſearch your pockets Shew me 
your bands — | thought one of you had ſtole my wit 
— but I ſee you have none about you — Heigh-ho. 
| Mage. See madam, the cruel effects of love. 
AK La. Blo. How now! who are you ? —— Hecate or 
Jezebel ? 1 20 5 

Miſs M. Ahl ah! — She has been bit by a mad 
dog, ſhe has been bit by a mad dog I read it in 
Lloyd's Chronicle, Sir — Laſt Wedneſday there was 
one ran down Holborn, that bit a+ chandler's wife, 
two charity children, and a life-guard's man. 

O. Bock. Miſs Nancy, my dear, do you know me? 

La Blo. You? Let me look at you a little = Oh 
oh — Ves, yes, I know you well enough — you are 
old Time with the bald pate Where 1s your hour- 
glaſs, and your ſcythe? — And who has cut off your 
wings — Begone, begone —— what have lovers to do 
with you. | 

O. Cock. This is all on account of my ſon Watty, 

couſin Molly, whom ſhe thinks has forſaken her —— 
Her aunt tells me ſhe was raging in a terrible manner 
laſt night — The maid tied her hair behind, put on a 
ſurtout coat, and call'd herſelf my ſon, and you would 
not believe, how all on a ſudden ſhe grew as mild as 
an infant. 

La Blo. Was you ever in love? 

Wagg. Yes — by inſernal Cerberus, I was; I am in 
love, Miſs ; and ] feel myſelf now almoſt as mad as 
you are—Blow winds 

Miſs M. Oh, pray Colonel 

La Bls. I was in love once— but my love was falſe, 
falſe, falle — Yonder is a butter-fly, let me catch it— 

Softly, ſoftly —It's a waſp, it is a waſp, it is a waſp. 
Miſs. M. Look how fhe ftares, ſhe's going to ſnap 
at ſomebody. 8 a 

Ia Blo. Four aldermen in a coach; Ha! ha! ha!— 
_ yet I cannot help crying whea I think of the poor 

orſes. 


Spruce. 


me your band, my dear, and I will lead you. 
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Spruce. She ſhould be taken out of the air give ⁴“ 


La Bl. What! are you a phyſician? Here feel my 
eien. it an ague, or a fever — do not you feel 


ow hot I am? 


ſhould give her wormwood ſteep'd in cherry-brandyz 


_ 


Farewell, farewell, all hopes of eaſe, 
The flames upon my vitals ſeize ; 
W bat ſtrange variety of pain! 
Cold, cold, as ice; 
And in a trice, 
Now, now, 1 burn again. 


But ſoft! who there in ambuſh lies? 
'Tis Cupid | know, 
By his wings and his bow, 
And the bandage he wears on his eye: 
| Ah, urchin, your ſmiling | 
Is falſe and beguiling 
A ſhaft from his quiver he drew ; 
He levels — ſee, ſee, 
He ſhoots — and —ah me! 
The traitor has ſhot me quite thro”. 


SCENE vn. 


Miſs MoLLy Cockney, Oo Cocxney, Sravce, 
| Was. 


Miſs M. Theſe are vapours, I was once troubled 
with them myſelf on the ſtriking-in of a raſh: | 


wormwood to be ſure Sir, is a little bitter, but it's 
one of the wholeſomeſt yerbs in the world. 

Wage. Yes, madam, it's a very fine yerb. | 

Spruce. She's violently agitated indeed 

Wazgg And all on account of Maſter Watty. 

O. Cock. Truly, Colonel her aunt tells me ſo 
And the doctor is of opinion, that nothing will cure 

© V1 1 
0 
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ber, but ſome tenderneſs from the boy — 80 I have 
romiſed to ſend him to talk to ber — To be ſure, 
fore this affair, ſhe was a diſcreet modeſt well ſpoken 
young body as could be. | 
. Miſs M. Then you had better let your ſon marry her. 
Spruce. Faith, Mr. Cockney, I ſhould have no ob 
jection to it, if the young folks had none. 5 
Mage. And it is really ten thouſand pities to ſee a 
poor pretty young creature turned upſide down ——— 
. — Oh, Colonel, by no means, I will not hear 
of it at all. | 
Miſs M. But I believe if your lordſhip thinks of go- 
ing to church this morning, we are very near the ca- 


nonical hour. . 
O0. Cock. My lord, you have taken care of a licence 


according to defire I have left every thing to you. 
Spguce. Mr. Cockney, I have taken care. 
O. Cock. And, I hope your lordſhip will not be diſ- 
pleaſed at it, I] have ordered a dinner, and invited a 
few friends, to celebrate the nuptials. | 
Wagg. No, no, Mr. Cockney, his lordſhip will be 
very well pleaſed. 
O. Cock. I will ſend down my daughter then. 
Spruce. I ſee, colonel, your chariot is yonder — 
ſuppoſe you and this lady were to go firſt —I would 
willingly make as little parade as poſlible. 


SCENE vin. PF 
SPRUCE. | | 
' Sprace. At length, thanks to my own addreſs, and 


che folly of my good friends here, our project is brought 


| pretty near a concluſion ; there is but one turn more 
| ry to wind up the machine, and then we will 


let it go down with an alarm, which will waken them 
from their golden dream with a vengeance. 


Love 1s like an ocean wide, 
By outrageous tempeſt toſs'd ; 
Where advent'rous hearts are try'd, 
And too often wreck'd and loſt. 


But 


But the 
Who with rous paſſion glows ; 
Boldly launch'd to fink or ſwim, 
As the wind of fortune blows. 


SCENE IX 


to the chamber in Coca uV bouſe. Enter | 


Orp Cocxney, YounoG Cocantyr, and a maid 


ſervant ; and after ward, in a beydening manner, 


enter PRISCILLA. 


O Cock. Come, friend Margery, let us ſee how you 
have ſettled things — have you duſted well, and ſwept 
— no cobwebs, nor ſlut's corners Have you put 
candles in all the ſconces? And ſet the belt fer of 
burnt China on the tea-table. | 

Y. Cock. When we begin to dance, paps, who 


I take out for my partner? | 
O. Cock Miſs Muzzy, to be ſure, child; I have 
aſked Sir George and his r what have 
done in the other chamber, friend ry? I muſt go 
look at that — we ſhould have card tables there. 
Priſ. Oh Lord, ſee here, if I have not tore my 
gown. 
Y. Cock. I am glad of it. G 
Priſ. And why are you glad? 
T. Cock. Becauſe I am, who ſent for you up ſtairs ? 
Priſ. Why, your uncle Barnacle defired me to come 


up. | 

7 . Cock. My uncle Barnacle, I do not believe it. 

Priſ. I am ſure but he did tho', be call'd a bit a- 
| wer at the ſhop, and ſaid, he'd be here himſelf pre- 
ently. 

I Cock. Well, if you dine with us, you ſhall not 
ſtay in the evening to dance. | 

Priſ. I will, if I like it. 

Y. Cock. You ſhan't. | 
 Priſ. Maſter Watt, have you been to ſee Miſs La 
Blond yet? She's gone mad for love of you: I am 


ſure you ought to marry her. | 
A I. Cock, 
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V. Cech, I am ſure I won't tho] would ſooner 


let her go to Bedlam. 5 
Friſ. Ecod, I believe ſhe is only making game. 


T. Cock, I think you have a great deal of impu- | 


dence to ſpeak to me, after your behaviour. 
Priſ. I think you have a great deal of impudence to 
tell me ſo, but there's a gentleman that will teach you 
to know your diſtance, you paltry, dirty grocer, 

Y. Cock. Ah, ſpite! 


. Cock. Furious till like a cat, 1 
| Squalling. 3 ſcratching ; 
Or yet what's worſe than that, 
A ſerpent miſchief hatching. 


Priſc What you ſay to me, Sir, 
| Is not worth remarking ; 
For every little cur, 


We know will be a barking, 
1. Cock. There's a lady — Oh, la, 


Prif. You'd be glad to trap her; 
7. Cock. Who I? 
Prif. e 
Y. Cock. Nya, Nya. 


Priſ. Conceited whipper-ſnapper. 


Both. Say your worſt, 

| Fret till you burſt, 
Only try, | 
Which you or I 

Will be tired firſt. 


SCENE 


A comic OPERA. „ 


SCENE X. 5 


— 


| BF PrIsciLLa, Young Cocky, Stonrtv, Banna- | 
| CL, with a large bundle of letters, and afterwards 


Orb Cocx xv. | 
| Barn. Come in, Sir, go on that fide of the room 
if you pleaſe — till I call upon you - keep your dif- 
tance, buſly. I +7 
O. Cock. Friend Margery. 
Barn. Oh! Nic, you ſee I am come here without 
being aſked — it ſeems you have ſtole a wedding 
me; why ee _ let . =y it, man? 1 
might have added ſomething to thy daughter's porti 
8. Cock. It was hie lordſhip's deſire, de 
I ould keep it ſecret. | 
Barn. His lordſhip! What theu thee haſt married 


thy daughter; | 
O. Cock, To a nobleman brother, I hope you . 
- won't take it amiſs? | 
Bars. Not I, truly = but is he an earl or a viſcount, 
or, only a ſimple baron? Ah! Nic, Nie, thou wilt 
ove a fool | fear in the end Come hither-you bir, 4 
hold this parcel of letters for me = it is what my ad» 
vertiſement brought me infthree hours Let me ſee 
 — here is one ſealed with a thimble = That ſhould 
trom ſome ſuperannuated ſempſtreſs; at all events, 
will put it into the left hand pocket —— Two doves 
billing — that ſhould be ſometbing pretty — Il am a 
gentle woman come to misfortunes — and I believe I 
ould be a gentleman come to misfortunes, if I had 
any thing to ſay to you — la with the other —— 
Here's one ſeal'd with the pipe of a key; another 
with a piece of ſmoaky ſealing- wax, and a wet thumb 
— But what have we here — Sure I ſhould know this 
hand — ſtay a little — hum! hum —— This is right, 
this is excellent; Ob, oh, oh, oh, I would not but 
+ this had happened-for a hundred pounds! Go lay thoſe 
letters aſide, here's company. 1 
| | | SCENE 


na i. ods. ad 6 = 
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order: for I have ſomething to 
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SCENE XI. 


Younc Cocx vz, BarnacLe, PRISCILLA, SIGHTs 


LY, SpRuUce, Waco, PenzLore, Mijs La 
BLowd, OLD Cockney, and Miſs Moll Cocx- 
Mv. | 


Y, Cock. Here's my ſiſter, and the lord ſhe's mar- 
ried to, ſtand out of the way, Miſs Priſſy. 

Priſ. Stand out of the way, yourſelf. 

Barn. Be quiet you devils —— gentlefolks walk in 
—- Penny, my dear | wiſh you joy: your ſervant my 


lord; your ſervant Miſs Molly == what is the mad 


woman here to 
Miſs M. Oh heaven's, my lady, he's drunk again — 


Jam afraid he will commit ſome new brutality —— 


Couſin Nic, couſin Nic. 
Barn. Captain, ſtep this way if you pleaſe, and 
you young ſuccubus — Come, pray range yourſelves in 
ay to every one of 
you; but let me ſee for wy paper of memorandums, 


where | have your names and titles exactly ſet down, 


that I may take you according to your quality. 
| ©. Cock. Brother, what are you going to do? 

Barn. Never fear Nic, only going to act as maſter 
of the ceremonies, and firſt for you, Sir — My memo- 
randum tells me, that your name is Charles Sightly, 


| lieutenant in I know not what regiment of foot, that 
you have ſeduced this girl — 


Priſ. Well, why don't you ſpeak ? Yes, he bas. 
Barn. In a word, Captain, I am informed my hope- 


ful ward here, has paſs'd the night at your lodgings 


——— Anſwer me upon your honour, is it ſo or not; 
for in that caſe I muſt e en give her to you. 
Sight. You aſk me upon my honour. 
Barn. Ay. 


Sight. Then Sir, I will not give it in a falſhood for 


my intereſt ; the young lady has not paſs'd the night 
with me, but we agreed ſhe ſhould ſay ſo, in order to 
incline you to our marriage. 


Prif. 


A COMIC OPERA. & 


Priſ. Oh you fool. | 
Barn. Hold ove tongue impudence — You are « 
ve young fellow, I believe; my own relations don't 
ſerve her money (for as to herſelf, I only conſider 
ras a clog in the bargain) becauſe they ſtrove to 
zeat me out of it ; therefore I give her to you. 

Priſ. Oh my dear guardian! 

Barn. Let me hear no more of you — Hold, to 
hom does my memorandum direct me next —— To 
joſe gentlemen | believe —— and it tells me, Sir, that 
your name is William Spruce, and yours Thomas 


Was. Yea, verily, thoſe are our names. 
Barn. The one « pretended lord, the other « pre- 
tended Colonel. 

O. Cock. How | | 

Miſs M. Pretended, A pretended lord! Ha, ha, ha, 

Barn. I ſhall make you laugh at the other fide of 
your mouth, preſently, I ſay pretended — But in 
reality a young mercer, and an attorney's clerk, who 
have impoſed upon your ignorance and credulity, and 
. thank heaven you did not fall into worſe 
hands. 

O. Cock. Is this truth? a, | 
Hen. And muſt I be confined till to a counter, 
ſhall I never ride in my own coach, keep an afſem- 
bly, and be call'd her 1 jr 8 

IP agg. Gentlemen and ladies, I perceive my com- 
nies bee is ſo ſtruck with amaze upon this occaſion, 
that he has loſt the faculty of ſpeech, I will therefore 
be ſpokeſman for him — and I ſay, madam, you ſhall 
moſt certainly ride in your own coach, keep an aſſem- 
bly, and be call'd her ladyſhip. 

Miſs M. Look you there, Sir. 
Wagg. That is to ſay, if ever my friend comes to be 


lord mayor; but at preſent, I confeſs, we are what 
that gentleman has reported us, a couple of counter- 

* is excuſe is love for you, mine friendſhip for 
_  . , 


O. Cock 
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O. Cock. I ſhall never be able to ſhew my face Ba 
again. 75 c 
- Miſs M. You are a couple of infernal villains, anc 1 
I will have you proſecuted. alut: 
Barn. Hold, hold, madam, it is your turn now; m1 
Pray do you ever go a huſband hunting? — You muftf 
know good folks, a friend of mine out of a joke, ru. 
advertiſed yeſterday for a wife, it has brought him 


above two hundred letters, and among others, one 
from this withered harradan, here it is, you ſhall hear 


"0 

Miſs M. They ſhall not hear it! It is none of my 
writing, I can ſwear to my letters, and I will have 
you indifted for forgery — I will as I hope to be ſaved, 


SCENE the Lasr, 


Younc Cockweyr, Barnacle, PRISCILLA, S1GHT- 
LY, SyxxuUce, Wacs, PENELO E, Miſs La BLOOD, 
Oro Cock NEN, and gentlemen and ladies, 


Barn. Get you gone, you ridiculous old — and 
now, | think, there is but one more I have to queſtion, 
which is you, Miſs, is it true that you went mad for 
love of that ſhotten herting yondet ? | 
„ La BI. No, Sit, it is not truth indeed; but 1 was 
ridiculous enough to play that fatce in hopes to bring 
him to what I thought would be doing me juſtice: 
however, I am heartily aſhamed. of my. folly, and 
come here on purpoſe to confeſs, and beg pardon ior 

It. | N : 

Barn. Hark you, child, I know your family, and 
your bringing up — Do you think if a huſband was EH. 
thrown in your way, old enough to be your father, Sig 
that old Nic would not tempt you to — you under- 

; 4 Ble. Sir, I think 1 ſhould make him a good 
wiſe. nk 8 


ow ; 


nuſt 


pruce. 


4 
* A * 


2 Blond. 


He, hem — you underſtand me. 


1. Cock. 


Sight. 


To birth, to fortune, and to face, 


J Barn. Says't thou ſo my girl, why then I will 
ou myſelf to | gjorraw morning 
entlemen, you are all heartily 
alute the young bride and bridegroom, and beas merry 
bs muſic and good cheer can make you. 


With pleaſure I the Lord forego, 


* 
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welcome —— Pray 


* 


While thus my fair careſſing: * 
I envy neither wealth nor ſhow, . 

Nor ought the peer's poſſeſſing : 

True happineſs alike may wait 

On . ev'ry ſtate, 

Below, above ; tis faithful love, 

And virtue makes our bleſſing. 

Here Sir, receive your willing wife, 

To church you need but hand me; 
Suſpicion wounds the married life, 

Confide in, and command me. 

To antient huſband's, girls be good, 
Remember jointur'd widow-hood ; 

That time may come and then — But mum, 


Hear City youths this friendly rhime, 

Tis worthy well attending; 

O go not on, your precious time, 

In vain delights mi 2 
Bucks, Ve and * reform 2 
Leave dancing, wenching, ing, $ 
Firſt get the caſh, then 4 Hach, E 
Nor be aſhamed of mending. 


I have been naughty I confeſs, 

But now you need not doubt it, 

I mean my follies to redreſs, 

And ftrait will ſet about it; 

Tis modeſt ſweetneſs gives the grace, 


That charm ſecure, will long endure, 
And all is vain without it. E 
| | Wage. 
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CEN Wen 


This comes of courſe you know, dirt, 
We drop the 1 one 

And ſtand in ſtatu - quo, Sire 

Vour antient friends and 3 we 
Who — wait for your decree ; 
One ſmile, to- crown our 
And let us go, Sirs. 


FINTS 


WP 4 


